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Fitting a computerized alarm 
is easier than you think. 


Outwitting one, however, is a different matter. sensor which detects movement inside the car. Should your 


That’s because the Moss 707 has ten separate sensors. Each faithful hound fall asleep, the rest of the alarm will remain on guard. 
one can be programmed to trigger the alarm for as long or as Damn clever this computerized alarm. It can even turn 


little as you like. Which means as long or as little as your itself on if you forget. There’s an equally clever way of installing 


neighbours like, too. it too. The instructions come with a video. So, we not 


The sensors can even be programmed not to set off only tell you how to do it, we show you. 


the alarm at all. If you want to leave the dog in the car Which makes fitting the sophisticated Moss 707 alarm rather 


-— 


whilst you’re shopping, you can turn off the ultrasonic = like child’s play. 


Alarmed? You should be. 


THE MOSS 707 IS AVAILABLE FROM HALFORDS AND OTHER LEADING RETAILERS. 
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| Welcome 


Welcome to this tenth great 
collector's issue from Mayfair, the 
best-selling special edition of any 
men's magazine in the world. This 

tenth edition has given us the 
perfect excuse to review the 
ingredients which has made 
Mayfair the UK's top selling men’s 
title. All of the girls, features and 
humour inside have been singled 
out for special praise from readers 
over the years. This unique reprise 
of many of our finest moments is 
Our opportunity to thank those 
readers who have supported us in 
the past, and to introduce new 
readers to the distinctive and 
sophisticated blend.that has made 
Mayfairso popular. So read on; 
and see why this truly is the Best of 
Mayfair. . . 
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You are invited to add to the 
controversy and anecdote of 
Mayfair. Letters must bear the 
full name and address of the 
writer, but if requested this will 
be reduced to initials and town 
of origin. All letters will be 
acknowledged, in a plain envel- 
ope, to the address given. 
Unsigned letters will be dis- 
carded. 

Write to ‘Letters’, Mayfair 
Magazine, 6 Great James 
Street. London WCIN 3DA. 


This doggerel may sound like 
bitching, 
But really 
itching | 
For your beautiful sexy young 
stars 

To pose prettily in cut-back 
bras. 

Most of your 
readers agree 
That nice boobs should first 
strain to be free. 

Nudest misses end up with bare 
breasts, | 

Naked bottoms and quims; my 
case rests: 

Misses posing in Mayfair are 
dreams 

Who should strip bit by bit with 
nice seams 

In their stockings, smart shoes, 
four-inch heeled; 

Briefly knickered so their lips 
are sealed. 

And, at least to start off each 
session, 

Pretty boobs could use some 
compression 

In a tight half or quarter cup 
bra. 

Half-stripped girls are more 


I’m practically 


red-blooded 


sexy by far, 
Pert tits from satin cups 
protruding, 
Breasts tightly uplifted; 
concluding 


In the immortal words of the 
bard; 

Good strip shows start with 
young ladies bra’d. 

M J, Bournemouth 


We don’t think. you'll ever be 


another William Wordsworth, 
but let’s face it, your subject 
matter is a lot more interesting 
than a bunch of daffodils. 


What a stunner! Alright, I 
admit it, I’m, 42, married and 
have two children but I have 
still fallen in love. Who with? 
Stephanie Wiggins of Vol 17 
No 7. I don’t even normally go 
for girls with dark hair but she 
is absolutely tremendous. Please 
let’s have her again soon. Or at 
least a quick glimpse to be 
going on with. 

FAB, Preston 


Jackie St Clair must surely be 
the most lovely of the Girls 
You've Asked to See you have 
published for absolutely ages. 

I had the pleasure of glimpsing 
Jackie St Clair and Elisha Scott 
at the Photoworld exhibition at 
Olympia, and although the 
blonde is a really horny piece, 
Jackie is a real knockout. 

Your last spread of her was 
three years ago. Let’s not leave it 
that long again. 

D E, Ri&hmond 


May I add my voice to that of 
PP of Harrow (Vol 20 No 2) 
asking for occasional photo-sets 
of girls with shaved public hair. 
I remember the very first issue 
of Mayfair I ever saw, back in 
1971 or early 1972, featured 
such a set, and very arousing it 
was too. I am sure many other 
readers share our fascination. 
AR, Dartford 


As an avid Dutch reader of 
Mayfair, I am well aware that 
there is no other publication to 
match yours. I particularly en- 


| joy the letters colum, and until 


recently always thought that a 
lot of them came from. your 
readers’ imagination. But some- 
times reality is much stranger 
than fiction. 

I have been working for a few 
months in a village grocery 
store. Since the people in the 
area tend to be well-off the 
houses are rather big with huge 
gardens. One day I got a call 
from a lady who needed some 
things but could not come to 
town because her husband had 
taken the car. A lot depends on 
giving our customers good 
service so I promised to deliver 
the goods. 

When I arrived no-one 
answered the doorbell so I 
walked around the house to the 
back entrance. Just as I came 
around the corner I spotted the 
lady. She was lying next to the 
swimming pool completely naked: 


Just for you, FAB of Preston, 
here’s a glimpse of Stephanie 


Being a prudent shopkeeper I 
just had a very quick glance, 
and immediately returned to my 
car. I sounded the horn, and 
walked to the door again. From 
the garden I heard her calling 
that she would be there shortly. 
A minute or two later the door 
was opened by an attractive 


lady in her mid-forties wearing 


a see-through negligee with only 
a very small pair of tanga pants 
underneath. Her tits were large 
and very clearly visible. When 
she realised who I was she 
stepped aside and invited me in. 
As the entrance was very 
narrow I had to squeeze past 
her, and I got a definite impres- 
sion that she deliberately made 
me do this so she could rub her 
tits and belly against her. 

In the living room she offered 


me a beer which I gladly 
accepted. As she reached over 
to put the beer in front of me 
her negligee slipped open offer- 
ing me an attractive sight of 
hills and valleys. She followed 
my gaze, and realised what she 
was showing. But instead of 
closing the negligee she simply 
left it open, and sat opposite me 
on the couch, crossing her legs. 
As we chatted she constantly 
crossed and uncrossed them 
until the fabric.of her pants had 
worked its way tightly between 
her legs hiding very little. 
It was obvious what she was 
after, and although I’m not 
much of a daredevil I could not 
restrain myself this time. So I 
asked whether she wanted to 
pay the bill immediately or put 
it on the account. If she wanted 
to pay now, I told her, she could 
pay her debts with a closed 
purse. She understood what I 
meant, and stood up and simply 
tossed away her negligee, and 
asked me how much she owed. I 
answered: a suck and a fuck. At 
that she started to laugh, and 
said she was being overcharged 
but was willing to open an 
account with me. After that she 
undressed me, and gave me one 
hell of a blowjob. When she had 
satisfied me in this way we went 
out to the swimming pool, and 
relaxed in the sun. Obviously I 
didn’t go back to the shop that 
afternoon, but stayed with her 
instead. She is a very versatile 
lover, and after each orgasm 
she soon got me going again, 
something my wife could never 
achieve. 
Since that afternoon she has 
turn to page 190 
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‘lve played 
pinball since I was five. 
Few men beat me.’ 


A pinball wizard — 
that’s 19-year-old 
Ann Russell. Just 
like the words of 
the song, ever 
since she was a 
young girl she’s 
played the silver 
ball, with the 
result that she’s 
probably Brighton's 
best lady player. 
‘My Dad bought a 
table when | was 
about five,’ she 
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said, ‘and | took 
to it immediately.’ 
Now her 34-23-34 
figure can be spot- 
ted in most of the 
local amusement 
arcades. ‘| know 
the idiosyncrasies 
of all the tables,’ 
she claims, ‘and 
my reflexes are 
pretty good. Few 
men beat me.’ 
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Ann's wizardry at 
pinball causes other 
side effects besides 

lightning reflexes. 

‘Some men say 

my forefingers 
are really 
strong 

when I’m 


we 


holding them, but | 
think they're joking.’ 
When she’s not at 
the table, Ann is 
equally at home In 
“her work at a sand- 
wich bar. ‘If only 

the customers knew 
the hands that made 
their egg and cress 
once scored 950,000!’ 


HN 
He 


silt 
; i] 


, qa a 


i 
q 
i 


‘Men say my fingers 
are really strong when 
| hold them.’ 
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However despite her 
fondness for pinball, 
Ann is quick to 

point out that she 

still prefers men 

to machines. ‘They 
may not be 

as quick 

to respond but 
they're fun.’ 
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I was the finest swordsman in all France. None could match my skills, though many 
tried, all intent on pleasing Madam. But now this presumptuous young buck has 
seen fit to challenge me, and Jean, my man, tells me that he is fast, very fast... 


Fiction by 
D A Moore 


I sat, as is my custom after a good dinner, in 
the Cafe Royale, enjoying a good cheroot 
and a choice wine. It is pleasant there in the 
evening, sitting amidst the laughing throng, 
warm, the music gay, the service excellent. 
The performers on stage are enchanting; en- 
tertainment without vulgarity has been its 
patron’s aim. His endeavours have served 
him well, for his clientele are from the top 
echelons of Paris society. 
Though not of the nobility myself, except 
perhaps by profession, I sit at the best table 
w<©~ ithe establishment. The patron himself is at 
7") my beck and call, and my approving nod al- 
| fleas ‘Ways brings a smile to-his face. It is agree- 
“able — yes? Without looking round I know 
that many a titled lady would be glad to 
catch my eye, and many a consort daren’t 
meet it. Yes, it is agreeable — but it was not 
always sO, my pre-eminence has cost me 
| great diligence, much arduous endeavour, 
nf and danger in the extreme. I have lived on a 
in poss | URnife-edges So I am very mindful of my 
Aas “status lest anyenvious hand drags me down. 
“It is atime in France of rule by right of birth: 
ii the nobility is yet in power. Military tradition 
c ‘and physical courage are still an obsession, 
1 greed and. passions run high, and every 
/// gentleman stands jealous on his dignity. Per- 
| sonal conflict, the duel, is often the end result 
ie ‘of all that. Each gentleman must carry his 
/, Sword, and be prepared to defend his honour 
| NE: at the drop of.a hat. It is ironic, you must 
adi jragree,: that while dexterity with a, Tapier has 
NY \) ‘become-the highest form,of noblé art, Ij a'son 
Nene of the soil; am its greatest. ee Sat A 
| d 
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these aristos by the tail, to have them’ Wea AS 

attendance to my whims’ and. fancies,’ OL # 

else...) Well, itsis both yes and)no.:/ Whilst” 

arsenal) gratifying and financially reward- 

ing, my. situation .is still fraught with much 
danger. You see, 1 may not rest upon, my 

Hiding laurels — Madamewill not let me. Allow me 

WOOP iu, to. explain »as, befits’ my (status, 1, enjoy the 


Arye | 


i MANS || ici if 
Haat MN uy Pay? eit 


RAL 0 Oak 


NAVIN TE y/ aaa est § iat iWvatol LAVAM Nett 
WA ie dnichesied WiniOa Ml uo eaayy analy 0% fy 
., belong to’ the’ ited’ mit ie | sh and) Ai \q¥ ness # 


..who,am I to\deny, such acceptable logit? Sa.4'/\\."" 
/ when she came to this réasonable, decision’ | 
‘accepted it with. good grace. Her! passionate. 

nature and my. outstanding physique’ were 

entirely complementary, and. I cannot deny ~ 
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that I still enjoy her favours to the full. How- 
ever, I frequently wish I didn’t, for Madame, 
as well as being lovely, is both capricious and 
cruel. It is a diabolical combination. She has 
her host of ardent admirers, and between 
them and her is one obstacle — my sword. 
This is a lethal game she plays. My position I 
must defend at all costs. Without it I am 
nothing, I must remain the supreme exponent 
of my art. But to the truly brave and 
amorous, such hazards are to be overcome. 
Take the young gallant who stood at the far 
side of the cafe, his eyes fixed steadfastly 
upon mine. Madame’s latest conquest I sur- 
mised; I had seen that look many times be- 
fore. He approached with that forced air of 
arrogance, the lift of the head and the over- 
swagger of the hips I have learned to recog- 
nise — I was about to be challenged. 

He was, I mused whilst sipping my wine and 
watching his approach, comely to almost an 
effeminate degree. His actions weren’t. 
“You're a bully, a braggart and a coward sir.’ 
His glove cracked hard against my face, then 
he flung it to the table-top. 

I wasted no words querying his cause; 
Madame’s the cause, she always was. 
There’s no fool like a love-besotted fool, and 
no greater fool could do what he’d just done. 
Exhaling cheroot smoke into my empty 
glass, examined the gyrations within it. 

“You realise,’ I queried evenly, ‘that I how 
have choice of weapons?’ 

‘Of course, I assume it will be rapiers.’ 
‘Naturally,’ I confirmed, smiling and calling 


-for more wine, ‘Tomorrow at dawn then — 


you die.’ He spun on his heels, and marched 
quickly away — they all do that, I can’t 
imagine what their haste is; it must be the 
longest night of their lives — and their last. 
Our seconds arranged details, time and 
place. My man knew my requirements. An 
hour before sunrise he awoke me with black 
coffee laced with a little cognac, then assisted 
me to dress. Jean is meticulous about my 
person on such mornings, for which I am 
grateful; too loose or too tight a hose, boot 
or other apparel could prove disastrous. 

“Will you flex at the knees, sir?’ he asked. 
“You mean you doubt my ability now, Jean?’ 
I chuckled, but did as I was bid. 

‘No sir, he smiled. ‘Just checking your 
breeches. 

‘I understand, sir,’ he informed me, whilst 
buckling a leather strap about my wrist, ‘that 
Madame intends to be present.’ 

“What? In person? At this hour?’ I pondered, 
‘She must fancy this young bucko’s chances. 


Really! What do we know about him, Jean?’ 
‘Not much sir. He has no reputation in the 
city, but, I have watched him in the 
gymnasium, he practises there assiduously.’ 
‘And, Jean?’ I asked. 

‘He is very accomplished, sir. I feel he can- 
not be from Paris or I must have heard of 
him.’ 

‘Accomplished? How accomplished, Jean?’ 
He shrugged. 

“Very accomplished. It was difficult to deter- 
mine his exact calibre, you understand, his 
opponents were not of great note.’ 
‘No — quite. But nevertheless, 
plished ?’ | 

‘I would say so, sir, yes — and very fast.’ 
‘Fast? Hmm, how fast Jean?’ | 

‘As quick as a cat, and aggressive. Ah, such 
aggression! He attacks continuously, and 
without respite. But therein, sir, might lie 
your advantage. I thought whilst I watched 
that he several times outreached himself.’ 
‘Well done, Jean,’ I smiled, patting him on 
the shoulder. ‘Your money is on the right 
man, I trust?’ 

Laughingly he gestured with: palms uplifted 
as to indicate penury. I knew different, he 
must have made a Louis or two in wagers by 
now. Good fortune to him — though one day 
he would lose. 

I executed a parry-riposte at my reflection in 
the mirror. Perfect! It was still lightening- 
quick. Maybe less supple in the wrist now, 
but the technique, the dexterity — in all 
Christendom there was no equal. La 
Boessiére at his best, perhaps, but then he 
never had my physique, my strength. La 
Boessiére, the greatest fencing master of all 
time. He had watched a filthy, near-naked in- 
fant split a grass snake with a stick. Perhaps 
he saw something, or perhaps he was drunk 
at the time: 

‘Give me that child,’ he shouted at my 
parents working in the field, and flung a 
gold-piece at them. ‘I can put food in his 
stomach and a magic. sword in his hand.’ 
Poor wretches, they let me go, it was one less 
mouth to feed. I’m not sorry — only for them. 
Maybe he was drunk, but he kept his 
promise. So began for me a long, long ap- 
prenticeship in his salle d’armes. It amused 
him, I believe, to watch the peasant grow to 
outfight the aristos at their own game. 

‘I grow weary of these affairs, Jean,’ I con- 
fided. ‘How many is it now?’ 

‘In Madame’s affairs, sir? — Oh, a dozen or 
so I would tally, Madame is most persistent. 
‘Most,’ I agreed. ‘How will it all end, Jean? 


accom- 
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Which will fade first, Madame’s beauty? My 
honour? Or the ability of my sword?’ 

“Your honour will never fade, sir,’ he said, 
handing me my hat. 

“Will it not?’ I smiled, and tapped his chest. 
‘One day, Jean, my sword will, one small 
slip, the slightest error, and your master is no 
more.’ I laughed, then bade him adieu. 
‘Breakfast for one, Jean — Madame will be 
mourning a lover.’ 

The scene was set when I arrived, the usual 
clearing in the wood. The light was good 
enough, I won’t duel in the dark, there’s no 
art in blind-man-butchery. The usual gather- 
ing was milling about, I mentally checked 
them over: adversary, seconds, surgeon — all 
there, the latter superfluous in my opinion — 
my despatches are irretrievably final. 
Madame’s carriage, I noticed, was at a dis- 
creet distance, half-hidden under the dripping 
trees. “What an imbecile my adversary must 
be,’ I wondered, ‘to stake his life against odds 
for such as she. She would watch him die, 
and then go yawning off to bed.’ | 
The seconds started the preliminaries and 
formalities. These nobles, they must even die 
with ceremony! Briefly testing the sodden 
ground under my feet, I brushed them aside. 
Pll have none of it — it’s coats off and down 
to business, I say. 

‘Have at you, sir,’ I murmured brusquely, 
then attacked hard forthwith. It’s a good 
trick; catch them cold, and they’re skewered 
chicken before their blood is wp. Not this one 
though, he was ready for it, and adroit and 
nimble as a gazelle. He defended himself 
adequately. Redoublement upon redouble- 
ment I pressed home — wasted effort, I knew. 
Rat-a-tat-tat. Rat-a-tat-tat. That long it takes 
me to gauge the calibre of an adversary. I 
feel it along the blades from his to mine, 
action — reaction, it tingles in the fingers and 
wrist, from the elbow and shoulder to the 
brain. I eased my attack to save breath, this 
would be no short affray. 

Not to belabour the details of that duel, let it 
suffice to say the longer it progressed the 
more respect I gained for the other’s 
prowess. His ripostes were coming straight 
off the steel, his bladework was astonishingly 
adept, I had seen nothing like it since 
Boessiere himself. Add to that a youthful 
vigour with an almost frightening speed of 
footwork, and you may imagine that grow- 
ing respect. Fearful? Concerned? No, never. 
In the heat of conflict, you cannot afford self 
doubt. But it was small wonder that Madame 
fancied her bucko’s chances, and was wait- 
ing like a harpy for the death. Well, she 
would have it — his: My defence is impenet- 
rable, my strength a legend. Let his youthful 
energies expend themselves in futile attacks, 
then when he weakened and slowed, a 
devastating thrust for his heart. 

I have said the youth was comely, and that’s 
the way he fought, like a blonde tiger. One of 
his ferocious attacks gave me the opportu- 
nity to dwell on this. 

I had turned his final lunge and followed 


- through with a sharp riposte. He had parried 


in turn, and, anticipating a redoublement, 
sprang backwards, but in doing so, lost his 
footing on the wet grass. Momentarily he 
was off balance, and in a trice I was thrust- 


ILLUSTRATED BY TERI GOWER 


People have called the humble, and the not 
so humble, male organ many things through 
the ages. And have in turn used those terms 
of endearment to describe their fellow man. 
The evolution of words to describe the male 
member is as varied as imagination itself. 

Whilst today we often call it ‘Percy’, one of 


the oldest names for the penis is pintle, from 


the Anglo-Saxon ‘pintel’, and was standard 
English until around 1720. Boat enthusiasts 
will know the rudder turns on a long metal 
bolt which is a pintle. The term gave us also 
‘pintle-twister’ for a whore. 

Prick is another, and widely used word, 
which is venerated by age, being recorded as 
far back as 1592. Women of that period used 
it as a term of endearment much in the same 
way as sweetheart. 

Pillicock, or pillock, an Elizabethan word for 
prick, was used by Shakespeare in King 
Lear when he refers to Lear’s daughters with 
the phrase ‘Pillicock sat on Pillicock Hill’. 
Pillicock hill is the female organ. To be called 
a ‘silly pillock’ is to be called a silly prick. 
For a large and relaxed penis there is lob- 
cock in use from the mid-1700’s. The Bard 
of Avon used ‘lob’, meaning to droop. In 
Scandinavian, a language that has left its 
mark in Britain, the word ‘lobbe’ is a lump of 
fat. 

An old term for skin in the 15th century was 
leather and remains to this day for certain 
tanned animal skins. The wider use origi- 
nated in the female organ being called 
Leather Lane, and the penis a leather 


Stretcher. 


The very interesting ‘rector’ came along in 


WHEN 
PERCY 
WASA 
PILLOCK 


By Bernard Clement 


the 17th century. What makes this penis 
term unusual is its origin which is after an 
ornamental poker kept as a fireside show- 
piece. In masculine terms the meaning of the 
full sexual title ‘Rector of the females’ must 
imply a poker in the utility sense — to poke, 
and not an item for show. 

In the same period, around 1650, and in use 
until 1800, was ‘rump-splitter’ which later 
gave us the ‘beard splitter’. 

A common name at the end of the 1600’s 
was the ‘wriggling pole’. The 18th-century 
penis in erection was dubbed the ‘stargazer’. 
In the 1700’s the female organ became a 
‘keyhole’ so the male member became most 
fittingly ‘the key’. These names were in use 
until the present century. The use of ‘the fish- 
ing rod’ in the same century seemed to imply 


Through the ages man has 
invented a variety ofnames 
both graphic and comic 
for his most private part — 
-or even his fellow man 


the member was a lure for the ladies. And 
there is the penis name ‘dildo’, which has 
been claimed to derive from the Italian 
‘diletto’ — a woman’s delight. Dildo was also 
used to describe the act of exchanging sexual 
caresses with a woman. And ‘plug tail’, 
another nickname for the penis, calls to mind 
the use of ‘strunt’ of the same period which is 
derived from a dialect word for the fleshy 
part of an animal’s tail. In our own times ‘a 
piece of tail’ became a common term for a 
girl. 

Around 1740 the honourable member 
became known as the ‘dearest member’, but 
in the same century we had the less endear- 
ing name of ‘belly ruffian’. 

Margaret Shehan, the raped witness in a 
court case, referred to the penis of the 
accused as ‘his impudence’, and started a 
fashion around 1760 when her description 
became another slang term for the member. 
The term was still in use towards the begin- 
ning of our own century. 

In the 1800’s. the penis collected more 
names. According to a saying, common to 
the turn of the century, the member in erec- 
tion was said ‘to have got his Sunday clothes 
on’. Surely, a respectable reference for the 
honourable member. 

Of interest to the man who loved to dig and 
sow is ‘the dibble’, after the dibber, which 
seems appropriate for the instrument that 
plants the human seed. The female organ of 
the period was known as ‘the garden’. 
Around 1840 the penis was called a ‘life-pre- 
server’, and is said to have originated from 
the truncheon. ‘The pendulum’ had a vogue 


17 


18 


and there was the less refined ‘dingle-dangle’, 
from around 1895. 

The rather domesticated ‘rolling pin’ and 
‘roly-poly’ came along in the 1850’s which 
was also the time of ‘the merry-maker’. 

In the 1800’s to the present century the penis 
was known in some circles as ‘the mouse’ 
and ‘the mole’. Naturally, the female organ 
became ‘mouse-trap’ and ‘mole-trap’. 

The male organ collected a number of proper 
names from around 1840. These include 
Julius Caesar, John Thomas, Jack Robin- 
son, Little Davy and Johnson. 

Polyphemus, a _ classical one from 
mythology, recalls the story of the one-eyed 
giant who loved Galatea, a lovely sea nymph 
whose heart was set on Acis, a Sicilian shep- 
herd. Polyphemus crushed his rival under a 
rock, and Galatea, heart-broken was saved 
from the monster by being changed into a 
fountain. 

Less romantic names are the ‘Jack-in-the- 
box’, rooster, the old root and the sting. 
There are penis names with a biblical 
flavour. Do you realise ‘the old man’, in 
common use today, is really from ‘Old 
Adam’, which appeared in the 19th cen- 
tury? Abraham dates from the same period. 
Jacob is another biblical name for the penis 
and the female organ became known as 
‘Jacob’s ladder’. A ladder in this sense refers 
to a tear in the cloth where only the threads 
that cross the warp remain — as with a ladder 
in a pair of tights. The term originated in the 
world of entertainment from the ladders in 
the tights worn by dancers. 

The ‘bald-headed hermit’, a thoughtful- 
sounding name, was in use up f our own 
century. A name with a rather technical 
flavour is ‘the Girlometer’ — the girl-catcher, 
and current around 1870. 

In the mid-1800’s ‘the ramrod’ held sway 
and the more delicate ‘pencil’ followed. 

A woman with child is said ‘to have a bun in 
the oven’, and this seems to indicate the 
‘bakers’ dough-cake’. It is interesting to note 
that in the last century the penis was dubbed 
‘a live rabbit’, and there was the phrase ‘to 
skin the rabbit’, for the turning back of the 
foreskin. 

Long before this the midwife was called ‘the 
rabbit catcher’, and a baby ‘a rabbit’. To 
have ‘a bit of rabbit pie’ is to indulge in inter- 
course. Fortunately there is no recorded case 
of the honourable member contracting 
myxomatosis. 

For the musically minded we recall names 
like ‘the flute’, ‘one-eyed flute’, ‘living-flute’ 
and ‘the silent flute’. There is also the ‘fiddle- 
bow’, from around 1830. This, however, 
arose from ‘fiddle’, to caress a woman inti- 
mately. Some authorities believe that in this 
sense the word derives from the Old Norse 
‘fitla’, to finger. 

To the end of the 1800’s a man with a large 
penis was said to be ‘donkey-rigged’. 

But surely the penis achieved a significant 
position in society when in 1840, it was 
elected the ‘Member for Cockshire’, a piece 


of slang that leads one to ask — Is that why 


sO many politicians seem so cock-sure they 
are the people we want to represent us? 

And what now? Will the space age herald in 
more terms for the penis? Has it done so 
already? © 


A man rushed into his local newspaper 
Office. 

‘Quick, can you help me? I want to put 
something in the paper,’ he said to the 
counter clerk. 

‘Certainly, sir,’ he replied. ‘What is it you 
want to say?’ 

‘It’s great news,’ continued the man ex- 
citedly. ‘After ten years of trying my wife 
is having a baby.’ 

‘I see, sir,’ continued the calm counter 
clerk, ‘and how many insertions?’ 

‘Oooh, God knows. I lost count in 1978.’ 


The oldest inhabitant of the tiny remote 
hamlet of Norton Bagshot was invited to 
town by his nephew who was doing well 
in the big city. The old man seemed to 
enjoy the change of scene but when it was 
time for him to leave, he took his nephew 
to one side. 

‘Oi’m telling you one thing,’ he said. ‘Oi’m 
not travelling on any more of them under- 
ground trains. Burrowing under the earth 
like a mole — it ain’t natural.’ 

‘Never mind, Uncle,’ consoled the young 
man, “you don’t have to worry. You can 
get to the station just as quickly by bus. 
The number 19 is the one you want. The 
stop’s only about 50 yards from the 
house.’ 

‘Roight, oi’ll do that then,’ he said, and 
set off for the bus stop. Two hours later 
the young man decided to pop down to 
the shops for a packet of cigarettes. As he 
stepped out of the door, to his horror, he 
saw his uncle still standing at the bus 
stop. 

‘What’s wrong, Uncle?’ he asked as he 
approached the stop. 

‘Oh nothing,’ replied the old man casual- 
ly. ‘Oi’m just making certain I don’t get 
the wrong bus. You said the number 19, 
and there have only been 17 past so far.’ 


A round-up of 
after-dinner jokes 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY RONALD COBB 


A young crab fell madly in love with a 
beautiful lady prawn who lived nearby. 
For several months they courted, al- 
though there was a noted feud between 
the two families. Eventually they decided 
to get engaged, but the crab knew that the 
next stage would be a problem. 

‘Ill have to ask your father’s permission 
to marry you,’ he said woefully, ‘and he’ll 
never agree. You know how much the 
prawns hate us crabs...’ 

"You'll be alright,’ said the lady prawn. 
‘Just have a couple of drinks for con- 
fidence, and I know father will approve. 
Besides, I’ll have a word with him before 
you meet him.’ 

The next day, the young prawn took her 
father to one side and said, ‘Daddy, 
Daddy, I have met a wonderful young 
crab, and I want to marry him. He’s 
waiting outside to talk to you. Please be 
nice to him.’ 

‘What!’ exploded her father. ‘My 
daughter marry a crab? Never. The 
ignominy of it. ’'d never let you marry 
any creature that walks sideways!’ 

‘But, Daddy,’ she protested, ‘Cyril’s 
different. You'll like him when you meet 
him. Come on in, Cyril.’ 

Cyril the crab walked in and to every- 
one’s surprise entered the room perfectly 
straight with out a hint of his distinctive 
crab-like movement. 

‘There,’ she said, ‘you see Cyril even 
walks differently from other crabs.’ 

Cyril sidled up to his intended, and 
whispered in her ear, ‘Be quiet, you fool, 
I’m pissed.’ 


Lord Frickadale took on a young gar- 
dener to help landscape his grounds. 
‘What I want you to do,’ said his lord- 
ship, ‘is to dig a hole ten feet square 
before the shrubs arrive at 11 o’clock.’ 
‘What!’ exclaimed the gardener, ‘I can’t 
dig a hole that size in an hour!’ 

‘It’s alright,’ continued the lord, ‘I’ll give 
you a JCB.’ The gardener was unim- 
pressed. 

‘Stuff your medals, I’m still not doing it.’ 


A delightful young blonde sauntered into 
her doctor’s office. 

‘Excuse me, doc,’ she simpered. ‘Can you 
help me, I seem to be having some trouble 
with my aviaries.’ | 

The doctor managed to keep a straight 
face, despite the girl’s unfortunate mala- 
propism, and sent her behind the screen 
to undress. Then he started his examina- 
tion. 

‘Now tell me, Miss Purbright, dags it 
hurt when I push here?’ 


‘Oooh, yes, doctor, it does,’ she replied. 


‘Well, in that case, it seems to me that 
you have a slight inflammation of your 
ovaries. Mind you,’ he added, ‘I can see 
why you call them your aviaries. It certainly 
looks like you’ve seen a cockatoo!’ 


Here is a news flash! A lady in Hudders- 
field has just gained a divorce from her 
husband after nine years of marriage. The 
grounds were every time lightning flashed, 
her husband would leap out of bed shout- 
ing, “It’s alright, Ill buy the negatives.’ 


There was a young girl from Virginia 
Whose figure was basically linear. 
Her vital statistics 

Were close to a dipstick’s 

Or even a little bit skinnier. 


Share your after-dinner anecdotes. Send 
them to ‘Jokes’, Mayfair Magazine, 95A 
Chancery Lane, London WC2A I1DZ. 
There are free subscriptions for readers 
whose jokes are selected. Due to the 
extremely high postal charges we no 
longer acknowledge receipt of jokes. 
Individual subscription winners are noti- 
fied by letter as to when their subscription 
starts. In the event of duplication among 
those jokes submitted the Editor’s dzcision 
on the awarding of a subscription is final 
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ROY BREWINGTON 


Every man in the world needs alittle 
personal assistance from time to time. 
But with a good secretary ready to 
take things down at amoment's notice, 
there’s no reason why he shouldn't 
end the day on top. So we asked an 
old hand atthe game, Miss V Sweet, to 
demonstrate some of the skills 
essential for a happy office. 


err res 


: 


———— OO  —_—) 


Miss Sweet says the first rule is to dress 
in a practical and pleasing way. A 
secretary should opt for cool outfits like 
the one shown, with lots of places for 
putting those easily forgotten items like 
rubbers. Try to avoid clumsy clothing 
like puff sleeve blouses, long 
necklaces or skirts and dresses of any 
kind. Secondly, poise is important. Sit 
up straight ready to be dictated to. 
Even after a hard day's filing (e.g. 
nails) don’t put your feet up (as 


demonstrated, right). The boss might 
come in and think of something more 
arduous for you to do. Finally, Miss 
Sweet says — Hang on! We recognise 
that face! That’s not Miss V Sweet, 
Officer Manageress of the Year, that’s 
model Veronica Dolce who's never 
touched a drop of Tippex in her life. No 
wonder she was so keen to show us 
her Pitmans. Still, it was nice having 


her round the office, and some sec will _ 


take her advice! 
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The year was 1959. I was just 
18, a shy shop assistant and a 
virgin. She was coolly assured. 
‘Could youperhaps,’shesmiled, 
‘help me with these stockings.’ 


Che day J 
served my 
first lady 


Nostalgia by Dexter Gordon 


‘And don’t forget to keep an exact record of 
any sales while I’m gone,’ ordered the créepy 
Mr Godley at the door of the shoe shop. He 
examined his pocket watch, twitched slightly\ 
and was gone. 

The year was 1959. I was just eighteen, and had 
worked for Godley for three years since 
leaving school, yet this was the first time I’d 
been left alone in charge of the tiny shop. 
The even more creepy Mrs Doggett, the 
other assistant, had the flu, and it was Friday 
— banking day. Godley had to leave me on 
guard while he ate and went to the bank. 
Almost at once, the shop door bell rang, and 
my first customer walked confidently across 
the carpet, and sat down. It was a woman. 
Until now it had been an unwritten rule that 
Mrs Doggett (a fattish old girl with a 
moustache that I viewed with a mixture of 
disgust and envy) or Mr Godley served all 
lady customers. This lady, austerely dressed 
in a dark two-piece suit, was, I guessed, in 
her mid-thirties — tall, well-proportioned, 
attractive in an unglamorous sort of way. 
She picked up a black high-heeled shoe, and 
asked in forceful tones to see a pair in size 
five. I scurried round the stacks, found the 
right box, and returned to my customer, 
holding them out for her. 

‘Aren’t you going to help me on with them?’ 
she asked, sharply. Gulping slightly, I knelt 
to oblige, glancing at a well-curved pair of 
calves as I busied myself with the shoe horn. 
As she crossed her legs to admire the new 
Shoes, I heard the unmistakable fifties 
whisper of nylon against nylon, and almost 
accidentally caught a glimpse of suspendered 
upper thigh and white knicker gusset under 
the full-pleated skirt. Seemingly unaware, she 
repeated the leg-crossing, allowing a similar, 
fractionally longer exposure. Then, without 
taking her eyes from the shoes, in a frighten- 
ingly matter of fact voice she said: ‘You 
know, it’s dreadfully rude to look up ladies’ 
skirts. You ought to learn some manners.’ 
Fighting back an incipient heart attack, 


ILLUSTRATION BY TERI GOWER 


- Mesmerised, I followed her into the tiny 


my other hand up the back of her skirt, 
allowing it to rest on her bottom in a pretty 
feeble pretence of supporting it to help me 
with my task. She arched slightly. The 
elasticated suspender slipped from my grasp, 
and shot obligingly back up the knicker leg 
out of sight. 
‘You'd better try to find it,’ she said quietly, a 
hint of a gasp in her voice. With an 
adolescent mixture of delight and fear, I 
slipped my hand up her loose knicker leg, 
accidentally brushing what I knew (from 
books) was the soft hair on her pubic mound. 
She arched again, this time more definitely. I 
allowed my hand to brush even lower across 
her crotch, all pretense of looking for errant 
suspenders now evaporated. At the same 
‘time, with my other hand, I fondled her 
smooth round buttocks. I finally found the 
top of her warm, wet lips, and gently 
introduced a finger, the thrill of entering 
uncharted waters reverberating through me. 
Not daring to remove the lacy knickers, or 
anything else for that matter, I continued to 
fondle her, at last penetrating her with one 
finger. The results were gratifying. ‘Do it 
faster, harder!’ she moaned, spreading her 
thighs, and twitching slightly. ‘I haven’t got 
much time ...’ Any minute now, I thought 
lasciviously, she’ll undo my Burton’s and ... 
I was wrong. Leaning splayed against the 
desk, she held me to her with one hand, and 
gged the crotch of her panties aside with 
the other to allow me more access. She 
thrust and squirmed against my exploring 
fingers. ‘I think I’m going to ... Oh!’ She 
started making choking, gasping noises. 
Almost at her point of no return, disaster 
struck. The shop bell rang. 
Mr Godley! I thought, although no more 
than fifteen minutes had passed since he’d 
left. Attempting to silence her, I somehow 
managed to lean towards her, and kiss her 
crushingly on the lips. Taking this to denote 
increased passion on my part, she responded 
vigorously, her climax stifled to whimpers by 
the pressure of my mouth. 
My heart thumping wildly, I managed to 
disengage myself, and ran for the door of the 
shop, pausing only to make a_ pathetic 
attempt to neaten my hair, and straighten my 
tie. Luckily, Billy Smart had fled in terror. 
To my considerable relief it wasn’t Mr 


nable even to stutter out an apology, I 
wondered what to do. Standing up was com- 
pletely out of the question as despite my 
state of panic, the front of my Burtons slacks 
were doing a passable impersonation of Billy 
Smart’s big top. For one dreadful instant I 
thought there was going to be a perfor- 
mance. My confusion was interrupted by 
her, ‘Never mind, anyway Ill take the shoes. 
I really think they’d be better with a darker 
stocking, though, don’t you?’ 

Still crouching, I span like a cossack dancer 
to face the accessories counter, and stood up 
cautiously. Using every available ounce of 
willpower to bring to mind an image of Mrs 
Doggett’s moustache, I gestured towards the 
hosiery display. ‘My, you’re talkative,’ she 
said, ‘I thought you young salesmen were 
trained to take special care of your lady 
customers.’ I gulped again. I was being 
flirted with by an older woman, an 
experience at once pleasing and terrifying. 

But then what the hell? Summoning some 
eighteen-year-old courage, I attempted to 
flirt back: ‘We always aim to please.’ 

‘Good. In that case, kindly show me where I 
can try these on.’ She brandished a pair that 
she’d plucked from the rack. The authorati- 
tive, non-flirtatious tones had reappeared. I 
panicked again. 

‘I’m afraid there’s nowhere in the shop...’ I 
was too late. She marched past me towards 
the door of the tiny office/stock 
room/kitchen. Despite my feeble protests, 
she said, ‘This’ll do fine,’ then shut the door 
behind her. Terrified, I paced up and down 
the shop. 

‘Blast and damn!’ The oaths came from 
behind the office door, which presently 
opened slightly. She leaned round it, saying: 
‘Could you come in here for a minute?’ 


office. She- leant against Mr Godley’s 
meticulously tidy desk, an almost playful 
look in her blue eyes. 

‘I’ve already laddered one of these stockings 
trying to put it on. I’ve got a broken finger- 
nail, you see. Could you just ...’ Then, 
astonishingly, she raised her skirt to her 
waist, to reveal one stocking tightly 
anchored, the other falling flapping at mid 
thigh. My mouth went dry, and I had to 
make a conscious effort to stop my jaw 
hitting the floor. I took a step towards her. 
At this point I should add that I wasn’t a 
complete stranger to this area of female 
attire. At the technical college dance, a girl 
with spots and freckles had finally allowed 
my hands to wander this far in a darkened 
empty classroom. However, although I was 
quite adept at undoing women’s clothes 
I’d never been called upon to do the reverse. 
I took the side suspender in my hand, rested 
the other on her thigh as casually as I could, 
and tried to attach the stocking. I finally 
succeeded, and waited a tense second for her 
to hand me the more delicately placed front 
one which peeped coyly behind a screen of 
lace. She showed no sign of wanting to help 
me. As I gingerly slipped my hand up her 
thigh to retrieve it, she shuddered slightly. 

I suddenly realised, fool that I was, that she 
was enjoying this as much as I — perhaps 
more! With never a thought for Mr Godley, 
the shop or anything else, I boldly slipped 


‘Something is feeling my knee.’ 


Godley, but a sullen fourteen-year-old boy 
who took what seemed like an age to select 
one pair of football boot laces. Eventually I 
got rid of him, and turned back towards the 
office door. 

I was bitterly disappointed when I went in. 
She had straightened herself out, and was 
now calmly brushing her red hair in front of 
Mr Godley’s cracked shaving mirror. ‘I’m, 
er, sorry about all that,’ she said quietly. ‘It 
must have come as quite a shock to you. It’s 
just something to do with me being a married 
woman, and my dear husband not realising 
my needs. You'll understand, maybe, when 
you're older.’ 

All this was lost on me. I was aware of only 
one thing. ‘But I...’ I was aware of it, but I 
had no idea how I was going to say it. ‘I 
know, I know,’ she said. ‘But I really haven’t 
got too much time.’ She looked at her watch. 
‘All right then, she said, gesturing me to 
come closer. ‘But be quick!’ 

I manoeuvered her back into the leaning on 
the desk position while she unbuttoned her 
blouse. It was all too much to have hoped 
for. I’d be quick all right. While I tried to 
undo her bra, and kiss her breasts, she undid 
my trousers, and started to handle me with 
experienced firmness. Then, hiking up her 
skirt, and deftly removing her knickers, she 
guided me into her. It took a matter of 
seconds. As I finally jerked into her, my head 
spinning, I thought I heard the shop bell. She 
heard it too. 

It can’t be Mr Godley, I thought to myself as 
I repeated the hair and tie straightening 
exercise again. She seemed curiously 
unperturbed. But as soon as I opened the 
office door, I saw that it was Mr Godley, 
who for sof€e reason was back horribly 
early. I began to compose a suicide note. It 
was bad enough going into the office, and 
leaving the shop unattended. When he found 
out why I had done so, my fate would be 
sealed. Mr Godley stared at me coldly. My 
mouth flapped around trying to frame an 
excuse, ignoring the fact that my brain 
hadn’t thought of one yet. We faced each 
other like gunfighters. _ 

What broke the silence was the noise of the 
door opening behind me. She came out. I 
didn’t dare turn round. As he saw her, Mr 
Godley’s expression changed. “Why didn’t 
you tell me that Mrs Godley was here, you 
stupid boy?’ I attempted to say something, 
but failed miserably. This was all getting too 
much. Next time I lose my virginity, I 
thought, I’ll do it behind the technical college 
greenhouse, like normal people. Mrs Godley, 
amazingly transformed back into the woman 
who had come into the shop not twenty 
minutes ago, spoke. ‘I thought I’d finally 
come in, and see this wonderful new 
assistant you’re always going on about.’ (Did 
she mean me? Creepy Godley said nice 
things about me?) ‘You're right, he is very 
helpful. He’s just sold me a beautiful pair of 
shoes, and he was being a gentleman, and 
showing me where the ladies was. I do hope 
you can hang on to him’. 


Creepy Godley looked sheepish. He’d never 


said a kind thing to me in three years. He 
muttered something about me being well 
trained, then told me to take my lunch break. 
I found that I had quite an appetite. 6 
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This is what we said about Gail Thackray in Vol 20 No 12. 


Not many top secretaries can boast 
that they turned up for an interview 
with their future boss in a basque and 
Suspenders, but that is exactly how 
Gail Thackray landed her prestigious 
job with a_ telecommunications 
company in Bradford. Gail, 20, was 
sent to the company to deliver a 
kissogram for the boss. She turned up 
in a suit, and when she shed it to 


Bory 


2 Sais 


reveal her 36-24-36 body clad in a 
figure-hugging basque, Gail was 
offered a job on the spot. ‘He liked the 
look of me,’ she explained. Of course 
Gail has other qualifications after 
taking a two-year secretarial course, 
and gaining good shorthand and 
typing speeds. Hopefully Gail will still 
have time to continue her modelling. 
Gail, who notched up five ‘O’ Levels at 
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We hope it does. We desperately need money to help people with this and other cancers that effect younger 
of testicular cancer. But there is still a long way to go. Please dig deep and give as much as you can to 


| 
: 


people. Our research unit at the Royal Marsden Hospital has already been very successful with the treatment aid 
The Bob Champion Cancer Trust, Holland House, Burmester Road, London SW17 OJN. Tel: (081) 879 3878. 
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‘Allo, ‘allo. Listen we 
will tell you this only once. 
Bernadette Masson loves France. 
It's hardly surprising 
really. Twenty-two years ago she 
was born in a small village in 
Bordeaux, the daughter of a 
vineyard owner, and only came to 
Britain in 1983. ‘| like Britain very 
much, says Bernadette (known to 
her friends as Berni), ‘but | still think 
of France as being my real home. 
hope that doesn’t annoy you. 
know how terribly patriotic some of 
you Englishmen canbe...’ 


Bernadette is, however, full of 
praise for the men of Britain. ‘Il love 
the food and scenery of France, 
but | prefer very much 
Englishmen.’ We hasten to point 
out that she includes the Scots, 
Welsh and Irish in this description. 
‘They are more sophisticated, and 
have a coolness Frenchmen will 
never acquire. But aren't the 
French the world’s best lovers? ‘Oh 
no, she exclaimed. ‘They may 
bring you flowers and kiss your 
hand, but who wants a wet hand 
and hay fever? | like aman to 
caress me, kiss me and show he 
loves me — not say it with flowers.’ 
Bernadette also shuns that other 
| romantic frippery, the candlelit 
! dinner. ‘| can think of much better 
things to do in the dark with aman 
} 


than eat,’ she said with a smile. 


aman to show 
how much he 
loves me’ 


So how does Bernadette entertain 
the men in her life? ‘I love picnics in 
the countryside. | am so lucky living 

here in Kent, there are so many 
green fields. A big basket with 
read, French of course, Brie and 
bottles of wine. Now that is 
romantic,’ she insisted. Which is 
why a red Citroen Ami with a 
languid 34-23-34 French girl 
eside it can be found somewhere 
near Maidstone every weekend. 


‘| cook, 
but I do other 
things even better’ 


By day, Bernadette works as a 
cook in a small restaurant, so she Is 
an expert at preparing her picnics. 

Any lucky guest of hers will find 

himself highly satisfied. 


However, she refuses to be tied to 
the kitchen. ‘Some men seem to 
think that women are only suited to 
cooking. There are lots of things | 
do better than that,’ she said. For a 
start, she is a keen amateur 
photographer, and helped direct 
her photo-set. ‘| wanted to look my 
best for you,. she said. ‘It’s not 
every day, | entertain 12 million 

men at once.’ 43 


44 


Cartoonist Fieldvole has 
always had a sharp edge to 
his humour. After searching 
for a suitable subject for 
our bumper Best of Mayfair 
he decided to pick the nose 
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The First Two Swords 

continued from page 22 

ing for the kill. Somehow he parried again, 
but in the sheer speed of his manoeuvre 
stumbled forward and clutched with despera- 
tion at my right shoulder. The combination 
of this, my weight being forward on my right 
foot, and the slippery grass, sent me crashing 
to the ground. The unthinkable had occurred 
— an opponent stood over me, sword in hand, 
whilst I lay helpless, my sword out of arm’s 
reach, and imbedded a full foot in wet earth. 
Such is the speed of swordplay at close- 
quarters that reflection on death can be but a 
moment, we of the art are precise and clini- 


cal. But even this was too long as my 


thoughts dwelt on that fluted blade. 

His swordpoint, poised inches above my 
heart, moved slowly away, reluctantly, it 
seemed, to the ground. He stepped back, and 
spoke with quiet voice: ‘Today I have duelled 
with the finest swordsman the world has yet 
seen. Your talent does not belie your reputa- 
tion, sir, though I would not have admitted 
this an hour before. The honour of “First 
Sword”, I believed, belonged to me.’ 

I glanced longingly for my sword; his, 
though lowered, could be raised in a flash. 
His eyes followed mine almost sadly: 
‘Retrieve your sword, I could not claim your 
death on a fall from my own ineptitude. My 
name would smell such that I could not bear 
the stench.’ 

‘That’s very true, my boy,’ I approved, 
hastily taking possession of my weapon 
again, and wiping it clean. ‘You are indeed a 
man of honour. And, I might add, a most ac- 
complished duellist. I must confess,’ I smiled, 
feeling better by the second, ‘I have not met 
your like before. One might imagine that 
you, too, had studied under La Boessiere, but 
of course your age does not allow it.’ 

“No, the Italian school, exclusively.’ 

‘Ah, I might have guessed, the flamboyant 
attacks, that virtuoso footwork. Don’t mis- 
understand me, I have the utmost respect for 
the Italian school — but I fear we disagree.’ I 
looked over my shoulder. ‘Madame awaits.’ 
*Who?’ 

“Why, Madame, the reason we're fighting 
this duel. She’s in that carriage over there.’ 
‘Is she?’ 

"Yes. 

‘Then, let her wait sir.’ 

I was beginning to feel positively paternal to- 
wards him: ‘Do you wish to withdraw from 
this engagement, my boy?’ I asked hopefully, 
‘I feel you could well do so, with honour.’ 
‘Do you?’ 

‘It is not possible for me,’ I smiled. ‘You see, 
my reputation does not allow it.’ 

‘Nor mine — when you are ready, sir.’ 

‘At your service,’ I bowed. 

Rat-a-tat-tat. Rat-a-tat-tat. We settled com- 
fortably down to it again. It was a fine morn- 
ing now, the birds in full song, and the sun 
warm on our backs as we circled and spun. 
Its glinting reflections from the flashing 
blades were a joy to behold. Having just 
been reprieved from imminent impalement, 
perhaps I felt understandably benevolent. 
Signalling a temporary cessation to hostili- 
ties, I advised: 

‘I notice, my boy, you make two prises de fer 
in succession as you attempt to take my 


blade. In my experience these are best done 
in opposite directions — you'll forgive my 
presumption.’ | 
‘Of course — I’d noticed that it was your 
custom. However, time for practice is now a 
trifle short. Shall we continue?’ 

We set-to once more. Hard at it as we’d been 
for over forty minutes, we were both perspir- 
ing freely. 

“You are extraordinarily quick,’ I panted, as 
by dint of speed alone he evaded another 
lunge. He grinned as he danced in again with 
a feinting attack from low to high: ‘I need to 
be, with your turning blade at the ultimate 
second — the devil knows how you do it.’ 
‘True,’ I nodded, keeping him off with a feint 
at his knee. Any intentions I had of killing 
him had long gone. ‘Only the devil and I. 
What happens when you tire, my lad?’ 

‘Then I’m as dead as mutton, aren’t I? If I 
haven’t got to you before,’ and with that he 


redoubled his efforts. I signalled for another 


cessation. 

“You're giving me time to recover,’ he ac- 
cused, ‘I ask no favours, and I am still in full 
strength — come, let us finish it.’ 

‘A moment,’ I begged. “You are the best op- 
ponent I have yet met, but eventually you 
must tire, Madame is worth it?’ 

‘Madame?’ he gasped, ‘Madame? — No, not 
ever.’ Then he laughed outright. “There are a 
thousand Madames in Paris, sir, not to count 
the other towns in France.’ 

‘Hmm,’ I glanced at the carriage, then back 
at him, feeling friendlier still: 

‘That’s most ungallant of you, have you no 
honour?’ 

‘Not so,’ he replied coolly, and shook some 
of the sweat from his brow. ‘To risk my life 
for one might deny the others the pleasures 
of my company. As to my honour, it is un- 
assailable, I was born a peasant in Italy, the 
effete codes of your aristocracy are to me 
ridiculous.’ 

That did it. I looked hard again at the 


carriage windows, the curtains half pulled¢ 


back, her imperious beauty gazing impatient- 
ly out, wanting, no doubt, her imperious 
breakfast. Madame had held the ring too 
long, I could now see an end to these inter- 
minable affairs. Madame was about to 
receive her coup-de-grace. 

‘So,’ I smiled, ‘my ambitious young peasant, 


T’ve been sleeping around — in the spare 
room, the bathroom, the garden 
shed...’ 


you're a double-dyed villain, are you not? 
You've deceived my mistress, just to get at 
me.’ 

‘And why not?’ he asked, flexing his sword. 
‘Come, let us finish it —- I may yet get both, 
though there are many Madames, but only 
one “First Sword”’.’ 

‘No, my boy, you're wrong,’ I chuckled. 
‘From henceforth there are two.’ 

“How so?’ 

‘I hereby acknowledge you as my peer,’ I 
smiled. “You're not, of course, but as near as 
makes no odds, and I should abhor the pass- 
ing of such an artist.’ 

“You mean you would share your position, 
everything with me?’ 

‘Everything.’ | / 

‘I would be equal in status and, we would 
share it all?’ 

‘Everything.’ 

‘Then I accept.’ He laughed, and threw his 
sword to the ground. 

Mine followed, then, stepping forward, I 
kissed him on the cheek. 

‘IT gladly reciprocate, sir,’ he smiled, then did 
so. Just lately I had feared the kiss of death.’ 
The carriage door flung open, and out 
stormed Madame. Her fury, like her beauty, 
has to be seen to be believed. They both defy 
description. 

‘Arrant despicable cowards,’ she raged. ‘Are 
you set to make me the laughing stock of 
Paris? How can you even dare to look me in 
the eye?’ 

Had we been men of lesser mettle, the very 
fire from those flashing eyes might have 
razed us to the ground. ‘A duel to the death, 
indeed, between two passionate men of 
honour. What passion? What honour? 
You’re mincing about like a pair of turtle- 
doves in season.’ 

“We have come to an arrangement my love,’ 
smiled my companion. 


“Yes, my sweet,’ I agreed. ‘We thought it in- 


tolerable that you be denied either of our 
company.’ | 

“What? You jest with me, you scoundrels?’ 
She pointed a trembling finger at us both, 
‘Don’t think, you curs, you’ve seen the end 
of this, Pll have you both barred from decent 
society, Ill have you hounded from the land.’ 
‘Brave dogs you must own Madame,’ 
laughed my young companion merrily, ‘as 
will hound the “First Two Swords in 
France”.’ 

‘Ooh!’ she screamed, feeling the impotency 
of her position and my sword across la 
derriére as she rushed poste-haste to her 
carriage. 

We sit together, as is our custom after a 
good dinner, in the Cafe Royale, enjoying 
good cheroots and a choice wine. It is warm 
and pleasant there of an evening, the music 
gay, the service excellent; we are treated with 
great deference by all. We share everything, 
even Madame — but better share than dead, 
no? Challengers are now scarce nowadays, 
and those my fire-eating young friend soon 
gobbles up. But they are few, behind him is 
always me — Nemesis! It is an honourable, 
satisfactory arrangement, is it not? After all, 
these affairs of the heart are but transients. 
Whereas a glass of wine, a good cheroot and 
a boon companion, are convivial joys for- 
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When Lynette Gordon was still a baby 
her mother was worried about her 
being so supple that she took Lynette 
to hospital to see what was wrong. The 
answer, thankfully, was nothing. But 
the suppleness would come in handy 
in later years as Lynette blossomed 
into one of Britain’s top gymnasts. ‘| 
could do the splits before | could walk, 
according to my mum,’ says 25-year- 
old Lynette, who these days is a supple 
36-25-36. Lynette’s forte is Modern 
Rhythmic Gymnastics, which was 
included as an Olympic sport for the 
first time in Los Angeles in 1984. The 
competition is just for girls, and is 
performed entirely on the floor with 
hand apparatus — hoop, ball, rope. 


Reet rg 


clubs and ribbon — and is set to piano 
music. The exercises. are of 90 
seconds duration, and must not 
include any acrobatics, except splits 
and rolls. Leotards can be changed for 
each discipline to match the music. 
Girls also compete in teams of SIx. 
Lynette, who was born in Scotland, but 
has lived in Earlsdon most of her life, 
has been a member of the Coventry 
Marsden Club since she was nine, and 
they have been Team British Cham- 
pions five times. In 1980 Lynette.won 
the Junior British Championship, and 
before becoming. a senior won the 
intermediate British championship as 
well. Lynette has also competed for 
Britain in three World Championships. 


Those three world championships marked the high point of 
Lynette’s gymnastic career although she finished out of the 
medals. Personally, her proudest moment was when she 
won the Junior British title, and her little sister came on 
Stage, and presented her with a dozen red roses. ‘It really 
choked me up,’ said Lynette, who has travelled throughout 
Europe since the age of 12. While still at Coventry’s Sydney 
Stringer School she met David Moorcroft who had come to 
talk about Youth Opportunities schemes. ‘He sort of took 
me under his wing, and he helped me enormously with my 
training and any equipment | needed. He encouraged me 
greatly, and suggested | try for a scholarship to Bulgaria, the 
idea being to learn different cultures and experience their 
way of life.’ Lynette gained the scholarship, and while there 
an earthquake sent her hotel shaking, and she was 
evacuated into the street. When she left school at 16 she 
joined the Youth Opportunities scheme teaching keep-fit, 
gymnastics, and even aerobics. She has appeared on TV's 

e Generation Game, Magpie and Pebble Mill at One 


In Ireland, for a display with the British 
team, she met the Irish President, and 
had the next room to the Russian 
gymnast Ludmilla Tourischieva. ‘Once 
at a competition | was watched by 
Princess Anne, and |’d made a mistake 
during my exercise. And there | was, 
I'd just come off the floor, perspiring, 
and was so nervous as | was presented 
to her. She was marvellous, and told 
me not to worry, that everyone makes 
mistakes, and that she'd even fallen off 
her horse.’ Lynette has enjoyed her life 
fully, staying at Europe’s best hotels, 
and herself being treated like ‘a little 
princess, Another time in Bulgaria the 
locals used to come up and touch her 
the official reason being that they were 
intrigued by blue eyes and fair hair, 
mainly men. Eventually, however, 
Lynette found that the constant training 
— she was up at six for gym — andtrying 
to hold down a job put too much strain 
on her home life. ‘| didn’t even have a 
boyfriend, and reluctantly she quit 
gymnastics, and is now concentrating 
on a modelling career. Recently she 
was doing promotion work for the 
Meat Marketing Board at the Royal 
Show. As an accolade to Lynette, a 
gymnastic official told us that Lynette 
was too nice to go further in the sport. 
‘She didn’t like trampling on her 
friends to get to the top’, and that she 
was loved by the other girl gymnasts. 
Lynette, we all love you as well. 
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They were often co-stars of Hollywood movies, yet the story of Hudson 
and Essex cars is rarely told. Conceived by an American department store, 1t was one 
of the most successful makes from the gangster era to the rock-and-rolling Fifties 


Motoring with William Boddy Photographed by Andrew Morland 


The Hudson-Essex motoring saga is an inter- 
esting one, scarcely remembered by more 
than a handful of people these days. It com- 
menced in 1909 when the Hudson Motor 
Car Company got going in _ Detroit, 
Michigan. Automobiles were beginning to 


open up the American continent. Although 
there was much pioneering still to be done, 
the simple, rugged, fools-can-control-it 


Model-T Ford being but a few years old, the 
portents were there. 
Which must be why the great department 


Above: A familiar shape from the American gangster era, a 1929 six-cylinder Hudson Sport 
Phaeton with a Biddle and Smart body. Clockwise from picture above: Bottom left, this 
Essex Standard Super Six Sedan was also built in 1929. Above it, the distinctive lines of an 
Essex Coupé from 1931. Next, contrasting with its modern background, a 1929 Hudson 
Super Six Landau Sedan. Top left: A touring version of the Essex Super Six made in 1928. 
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store, Hudson’s, decided to finance an auto- 
mobile. The step taken, a design by Roy 
Chaplin was adopted. He favoured a sub- 
stantial four-cylinder confection of 20 hp. It 
sold well — 4,000 in its first year on the 
market — presumably giving Hudson a good 
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return for their foresight. American cars, the 
luxury makes excepted, were not especially 
popular in Great Britain at that time when 
Daimler and Rolls-Royce did very nicely. 
Daimler of Coventry had just adopted the 
Knight double-sleeve-valve engine, for real 
hush-hush running, which was admittedly an 
American patent. The Rolls-Royce Silver 
Ghost 40/50 hp model was also well esta- 
blished. Poorer motorists made do with a 
motor-bicycle and sidecar or the coming 


Large picture: The mighty eight-cylinder 
1934 Hudson convertible coupé. Clockwise 
from large picture: Bottom pictures, two 
sleek Hudson convertibles. On the right, a 


1951 Hudson Hornet Brougham and left %® 


Hudson Brougham from 1947. Above: A 
flamboyantly coloured example of a Hudson 
Terraplane, this coupé being built in 1937. 
And above it, another view of the superbly 
restored 1934 Hudson Convertible coupé. 


breed of flimsy lightcars of around nine or 
ten RAC horse-power,. such as the 9.5 
Hillman, 9.5 Standard, Singer Ten, etc. In 
this climate, Hudson came to the notice of at 
least a few Britons by an entry in the 1914 
Tourist Trophy race in the Isle of Man. By 
then Hudson had branched out into the six- 
cylinder up-market type of car. This was to 
develop into the noted Hudson Super-Six, a 
very fine car that boasted a powerful, side- 
valve, 44-litre motor. Its predecessor, the 
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Large picture and above: Two views of the Hudson Hornet seen earlier in its convertible 
form. This model was built in 1952. Continuing clockwise, above it is a 1949 Hudson Super 
Six Sedan, and top, a Hudson Hornet Club coupé dating from 1954. Top near right, a 1954 
example of a Hudson Italia and far right, a Hudson Hornet V8 Packard from 1956. 


Hudson Type-54, had pioneered the over- 
drive form of four-speed gearbox. 

However, if America was still able to indulge 
in such beautiful motoring fantasies in 1916, 
Europe was by then plunged into a bloody 
war, and utility transport was the norm. 
When the end finally came in 1918, it found 
lots of motor-trained men and women 
anxious to get out on the open road, where 
they could forget the horrors of war, but who 
were restricted by near poverty to very mild 
contrivances. For this reason the cheap 
American models, led by the well-proven and 
universal Model-T Ford, with its pedal-con- 
trolled two speed transmission, and soon 
followed by a not-disimilar cheap Chevrolet 
with normal sliding-pinion lever-operated 
gearbox, outsold British models. Tarrifs were 
imposed on these imports, but it was some- 
time before the flood was repelled. Only the 
new tax system, which imposed a charge of 
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£1 per rated horse-power and favoured 
engines with absurdly long piston strokes 
(due to the manner in which the RAC had 
drawn-up the formula for determining the 
taxable horse-power) killed off these inex- 
pensive American tourers. The Model-T 
Ford was the worst hit, at £23 per annum 
tax, compared with only £12 a year for a 
Morris Cowley, for instance. Yet for some 
time Henry Ford held on, because of his very 
low prices, and when ‘Lizzy’ ceased produc- 
tion in 1927, he used a 14.9 hp engine for the 
new Model-A Fords sold on the British 
market. 

It was this immediate post-Armistice market 
that Hudson now tilted at, not only here, but 
in the USA. By 1919 they had brought out 
the low priced Essex, a sprightly four- 
cylinder auto. But whereas most of the US 
imports were endowed with crude, draughty 
‘pressed-tin’ open bodies, and were not over- 
quick, the Essex was different. It had a 2.9- 
litre four-cylinder power unit, looking about 
as uninspired as most of the mass-produced 
American motors. But instead ‘of their 
universal adoption of side-by-side valves 
(Buick was an exception, with all the valves 
in the cylinder head for better breathing) this 
new Essex had its inlet valves upstairs. This 
enabled it to poke out 55 bhp and thus to get 
along at up to 60 mph. It was spotted as 
quite a ‘goer’ by those who liked a bit of fun 
and spice on the road, and when Hudsons 
contrived to offer the Essex in closed-body 
form for only very little more than the price 
of the tourer, success was inevitable. 

The Essex radiator had an angular outline, 
which some may have flattered themselves 
aped the Rolls-Royce, especially as the 
Essex used radiator shutters considerably 
before these adjuncts to driver-adjustable 
temperature-control appeared on the Buick- 
like Rolls-Royce Twenty. This angular, 


closed Essex was known as the Essex 
‘Coach.’ It may not have had the knife-edge 
lines of the later Triumph Mayflower, but. it 
was distinctive for the 1920s eschewing 
those rounded rear-quarters which Sir 
Herbert Austin and others absolutely 
insisted on for their cars, even unto the late 
1930s. This fleet-of-accelerator Essex was 
raced at Brooklands and driven in speed hill- 
climbing contests by a chap called Glent- 
worth and was altogether a credit to the 
American motor industry. 

But Hudsons did not rest on their achieve- 
ments. This Essex ‘Coach’, which originally 
possessed somewhat undependable external- 
contracting rear-wheel brakes, was endowed 
with four-wheel anchors by 1928, these 
having been offered as optional extra com- 
ponents the previous year. The radiator had 
become rounded in top contour and was now 
plated instead of painted, and the original 
usefully punchy engine had been replaced by 
a six-cylinder side-valve job, at first of 2.1- 
litres, increased to a capacity of 24-litres. So 
Hudson now had a low-priced, conventional 
best-seller in its catalogue, and in 1929, just 
as the slump hit, the company was third in 
the American motor-car sales league. It had 
disposed of over 300,000 cars that year. 

In Britain the Essex Six represented the least 
costly multi-cylinder car, available for a 
mere £235 by 1930. It retained things like 
detachable rims instead of removable wheels, 
bumpers, and scuttle-mounted side lamps, as 
reminders of the land of its birth, but at a 
period between the wars, when American 
cars sold surprisingly well here, Essex and 
Hudson were well in the hunt. Improve- 
ments to the former make involved the 
‘Challenger’ with its topically-stylish ribbon- 
sided radiator, which pushed out 60 bhp 
from an engine rated at 18.1 hp, and the 
poor could purchase for only £185 by 1931. 


This was followed by a move up-market, 
with the 3.2-litre Essex, a model endowed 
with a free-wheel for easier gear-shifting and 
fuel economy, from which was to stem the 
sporting Hudson Terraplane. 

The Hudson had remained the more- 
expensive brother of the Essex, the well-liked 
Super-Six taking on an engine of 4.7-litres, 
clearly derived from the Essex four-pot 
power unit of 1918. Until 1930, that is, when 
the revolutionary move was made to 
straight-eight power, the ploy of eight 
cylinders in a line beneath a long bonnet or 
hood being admittedly all the range by then. 
This engine had simple ‘splash and hope’ big- 
end lubrication from oil-troughs and dip- 
pers, and the traditional Hudson wet-plate 
clutch, but was good enough*for use in the 
celebrated British Railton fast tourer. 
Hudson also came up with a small-six for the 
hard-taxed Englishman, rated 16 hp, which 
persisted throughout the war. Before that the 
Hudson had become steadily more 
Americanised, with large pointed radiator 
grilles, electric and steering-column gear- 
shifting, and so on, and with big 34-litre, 
later 5-litre, motors, using compression 
ratios high for L-head designs. 

The Hornet had made its mark in stock-car 
‘dicing’ on American tracks by 1951. 
Independent front suspension with coil 
springs had arrived by the mid-1930s and 
post-war there was the low-build theme, in 
which the Hudson chassis actually passed 
outside the car’s back wheels on the cars 
known as Hudson ‘Step-Downs’. 

It did not last, alas. By 1953 the idea of an 
American ‘compact-car’, the Jet Six, was 
tried. It failed to take on, and American 
Motors Ltd absorbed the Hudson empire, 
leaving only the memory of the Hudson 
‘Commodore Eight’ of 1950, when a record 
145,000 cars had been sold. 4 


“can find love 


You 


“I saw the Dateline ad. and thought of 


joining other smaller agencies, but 
thought | might as well get the best.” 


“The first night we met he gave 
me a bunch of flowers” says 
Denise. “| was speechless!” 
“Actually even if we hadn't 
wanted to see each other again 
she would have got the flow- 
ers,” laughs Colin. “They were a 
token of appreciation for hav- 
ing the courage to turn up!” 
“Everything was so easy. We 
chatted so much on that first 
date, and then Denise asked me 
out to dinner the next night. | 
found her so refreshing — 
amusing and extrovert — and 
knew very quickly that we had 
something special.” So special 
that three months later they 
were engaged. 


“Il asked her to marry me that first night.” 


Jean, 42 and divorced, has her own wool shop, not the most 
obvious place for meeting single men. A friend of a friend had 
recently married through Dateline so she thought it seemed worth a 


“| met lots of different men at university but when | started work the opportunities for meeting 
single men were really limited. | joined Dateline then and went out with one person | met for two 
years, but then | moved away with my work. After a while | thought that as Dateline had been 
such a success the first time why not have some fun and do it again? | do admit though that | 
really was looking for someone speciall” When Karen met Robert, teased by his description of 
himself as ‘one of the few people who has never seen the ‘Sound of Music’, she thought “nice... | 
think I’m going to enjoy this!” Robert, a 31 year old architectural technician, found her very 
attractive too, and felt that he definitely wanted to know her better. For the next few weeks they 
went out one late night after another — “I don’t know how we survived,” says Robert. They are 
now together and Robert says “| am so happy having found someone | want to spend my life 
with. | see people now in the same situation as | was before, unable to meet anyone, and they 
don’t feel they can do anything about it, and | want to say ‘Yes you can!’ When you join Dateline 
not every date is going to be your ‘ideal person’ but you will find things to enjoy in 90% of the 
people you meet — and if you meet ‘that special person’ it’s the most wondegul bonus!” 


try. Barry had been divorced for twelve years, had been 


a member of Dateline but then 
had moved because of work. 
He rejoined and his name 
appeared on Jean’s first list. 
When they met “Everything was 
so magnetic between us that | 
just didn't want to leave him,” 
says Jean. “I actually asked her 
to marry me that first night, and 
she said yes,” says Barry. “It may 
sound unbelievable, but we are 
such a good match. | didn’t get 
too much sleep that night 
though, wondering if I’d done 
the right thing!” However Date- 
line was right about both com- 
patibility and chemistry, and 
Barry and Jean married earlier 
this year. 


If you would like a ‘love story’ 
of your own, someone to love 
and care for, and you are 
beginning to wonder where 
you can find that special 
person, come to Dateline. 


Seventeen to Seventy... 


Many tens of thousands of people of all ages and 
occupations, from all over the country, join 
Dateline every year looking for someone to love. 
These are people who instead of waiting 
passively to see what life will bring, have decided 
not to leave their happiness to chance. Every day 
couples meet who are amazed at how right they 
are for each other — proof that Dateline works! If 
you want to meet someone with the same hopes, 
ambitions and interests as yourself, and are simply 
not meeting them socially or at work, Dateline, the 
largest, longest established and most successful 
computer dating agency in the world combines 
personal service with the speed and efficiency of 
modern technology to open up a whole new 
circle of compatible people for you; interesting, 
suitable people who could be living very close, 
people who you might never meet without 
Dateline’s help. 


The world’s largest * 
most successful agency 


The happy couples pictured here are just a few of the many thousands who hive 
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you live in Berkshire you 


might recognise Linda Windebank, 
and in fact she might even have 
| given you bundles of money. No, 
she’s not a modern Robin Hood. 
Before taking her sexy 36-24-36 
figure into a modelling career, 
. Linda, 24, was a banker, and worked 
in both the Windsor and Slough 
High Street branches of Nat West. 


who lives in Burnham, was 


brought up in Slough where despite 
being bored with school she man- 
aged to leave Herschel High with 
five O Levels. After a stint at 
Barclays Bank in Slough she went 
_ to work at an insurance broker's 
but left because she wanted to move 
on. ‘So | joined Nat West and en- 
joyed dealing with the public. 
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ations, before being offered the 


chance to become a glamour 


model. ‘| started modelling 


t for fun.’ 


jus 


n modelling, but she would 
like one day to take a beautician’s 
course. Meanwhile she keeps her 
shape in tip-top condition weight 

training at the Stoke Poges Country 
Club and swimming at the Maiden- 
head Leisure Centre. And as if that 
wasn't enough exercise, she loves 
an evening dancing in a nightclub. 
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by Graham Chainey 


Corporal Catchpole was walking his dog 
across the heath that morning in May 1935 
when he noticed the motorcyclist speeding - 
back from Bovington Camp. He saw 
couple of boys on bikes enter a dip i1 
road at about the same time as a blac 


wipe the blood from the man’s ; face with a 
handkerchief. The black car had gone. 

Catchpole flagged down a passing army 
lorry, and the motorcylist and one of the 
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Augustus John’s famous | portrait in oils of Lawrence of Arabia (left) and 


Pate at 


| (right) 


a less. glamorous picture of Lawrence, photographed two months before his death. 


boys were lifted aboard, and rushed to the 
nearby military hospital. Here the injured 
man’s identity was established, the War 


Office was alerted, and all ranks at Bov- ' 


ington Camp were reminded they were 
subject to the Official Secrets Act. Plain 
clothes detectives guarded the hospital bed. 
Two of ithe royal physicians were sum- 
moned. The king himself telephoned for 
news. 

For six days the nation waited in suspense 
while the unconscious man’s iron will fought 
to survive. The end came shortly after eight 
am on Sunday May 19. Thomas Edward 
Lawrence, known to his neighbours and 
former colleagues in the RAF as Aijir- 
craftman Shaw, but to the world as 
Lawrence of Arabia, wartime hero of the 
desert revolt, and author of Seven Pillars of 
Wisdom, was dead. 

The inquest was a curiously hurried affair as 
if the authorities wanted a quick verdict 
before too many questions were asked. It 
was held in a small dining room at the Camp 
(although Lawrence died a civilian), and the 
public were discouraged from attending. The 
two boys — Frank Fletcher and Albert 
Hargreaves — both fourteen and the sons of 
soldiers, having meanwhile ‘spent more time 
with the army authorities than with the 
police’, denied having seen the black car. 
‘There were no cars on the road,’ Frank 
repeated. ‘I did not pass any car from the 
time I left Bovington Camp to the accident 
... Bert or I would have seen it if there had 
been one.’ Corporal Catchpole had also been 
cautioned not the mention the car, but in the 
event insisted on what he had seen. ‘It was a 
private car, and the motorcycle passed that 
safely. I then saw the motorcyclist swerve 
across the road to avoid two pedal cyclists 
going in the same direction. The motor- 
cyclist swerved immediately after he passed 
the car which was going in the opposite 
direction.’ 

The coroner admitted that this aspect of the 
evidence was ‘rather unsatisfactory’, but 
advised the jury: “That the collision was an 
accident there can be no doubt. What caused. 


the deceased to run into the pedal cyclists 
from the rear we shall never know, but the 
evidence would lead one to think that Mr 
Shaw must have been travelling at a very fast 
speed and possibly lost control of his motor- 
cycle.’ A verdict of accidental death was 
brought in. 

The idea that Lawrence of Arabia could 
have died in such a banal and pointless 
manner, however, has. never satisfied 
posterity, and his death, like so many events 
in his life, remains shrouded in mystery. If he 
was going at ‘a very fast speed’, how come 
his Brough Superior motorcycle (christened 
George VII as the seventh he had owned) 
was subsequently found to be jammed in 
second gear, top speed in which was 38mph? 
George Brough, manufacturer of the 
machine (which had been given to Lawrence 
by George Bernard Shaw), recalled that he 
had never seen Lawrence ‘take a single risk 
nor put any other rider or driver at the 
slightest inconvenience’. Lawrence was only 
a few hundred yards from his secluded 
cottage at Clouds Hill when he crashed, and 
there had been no cause for haste. And why 
was no attempt apparently made to trace the. 
mysterious black car? 

Was Lawrence’s death suicide? It is true 
that, following his retirement from the RAF a 
few months before, he had been at a low ebb. 
To Lady Astor he had confessed that, ‘There 
is something broken in the works, as I told 
you; my will, I think.’ While of another 
friend he had asked: ‘Have you ever been a 
leaf and fallen from your tree in the autumn 
and been really puzzled about it? That’s the 
feeling.’ 

Other commentators have noticed that he 
was riding back from sending a telegram to 
the writer Henry Williamson to arrange a 
meeting for the next day: ‘Lunch Tuesday 
wet fine cottage 1 mile north Bovington 
Camp. SHAW’. Williamson, author of 
Tarka the Otter, and a friend of Sir Oswald 
Mosley, founder of the British Union of 
Fascists, had requested the meeting in the 
hope of bringing Lawrence into the move- 
ment, and perhaps of initiating a meeting 


between him and Hitler. Did someone act to 
forestall such a possibility? Williamson’s 
letter to Lawrence certainly vanished from 
the cottage after the accident. 

Others have fastened on the fact that the 
local squire (from whom Lawrence originally 
rented his cottage) was actually a relation of 
his. Henry Frampton of Moreton House, just 
across the heath, was connected with 
Lawrence on his father’s side. Could the 
black car have emerged from, and 
disappeared back into, the Frampton estates 
by means of some little-frequented lane? 
Frampton, old Etonian and formerly High 
Sheriff of Dorset, was a pillar of the 
establishment to whom the _ illegitimate 
Lawrence, with his inflated celebrity and 
contempt for conventional authority and life- 
styles, might well have seemed an embarrass- 
ment. Worse, it is now known _ that 
Lawrence’s secret masochistic proclivities 
led him to hire someone to administer beat- 
ings, supposedly on the orders of an ‘uncle’ 
whom Lawrence referred to only as ‘The Old 
Man’, and whom his flagellent identified with 
Frampton. Was Frampton aware of this 
murky side of Lawrence’s nature, and afraid 
of the scandal that might ensue if the secret 
leaked out? 

Yet another theory, explored in Matthew 
Eden’s novel The Murder of Lawrence of 
Arabia (1979), traces the events of that May 
morning back to Lawrence’s involvement 
with the Arab cause during the First World 
War. Could Lawrence have been tempted 
back into Middle East politics to bolster the 
Palestinians’ cause in the wake of the Balfour 
Declaration? Could the Zionists — or the 
Emir of Transjordan — or even Whitehall — 
have decided to intervene before Lawrence 
could make a nuisance of himself? ‘Quint 
saw him crouched over the handlebars, his 
goggles looking dark against his face, his 
hair whipping in the wind. It had to be now. 
Quint glanced behind, and the two boys were. 
riding on, not looking back. They wouldn’t 
see anything. Damn them for being here... 
He eased\he Wolseley out to the centre of 
the road . \ He edged over into Lawrence’s 
lane...’ 

More has probably been written about T E 
Lawrence than about any other twentieth- 
century British figure. No sooner was he 
dead that a torrent of books poured from the 
nation’s presses, and although the tone has 
over the years veered from the eulogies of the 
1930s through the debunking savagery of the 
1950s into the more recent psychological 
appraisals, still the subject is not exhausted. 
Each fresh biographer explores some new 
approach, and harvests some new aspect of 
Lawrence’s extraordinarily complex, tor- 
mented and contradictory character. It 
seems as though almost everyevent in his 
crowded life is subject to infinite debate. 

For a start, his name was never properly 
Lawrence. His father was Sir Thomas 
Chapman, an Anglo-Irish baronet who 
legitimately fathered four daughters— in 


County Meath before eloping with the 
‘children’s Scottish governess to England, 


changing his name at random to Lawrence, 
and fathering five illegitimate sons — of 
whome T E, born at Tremadoc in Wales on 
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RYSTAL 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY SIWER OHLSSON 


If 20-year-old Crystal Collins has 
one thing to be thankful for 

in life, it’s that her surname isn't 

_ Ball. “Goodness, she laughs 
‘Crystal Ballwould have been terrible. 
Just think of all the 

ribbing I'd have had to put up with 
at school. My life would 

have been unbearable.’ School for 
petite, strawberry-blonde, 
34—22-—34 Crystal was a select 


private academy in Kent not too 
far from her home in 

Maidstone. ‘Yes, it was a girls’ 
boarding school, says 

Crystal, ‘and I’m inno doubt 
that they'll be shocked 


to see me being naughty in th 


nude. She grins wickedly. 
‘Well the mistresses will be, but 
one or two of the masters 

there will probably approve of it 
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Leaving school two years ago, Crystal was disappointed not to 
gain a university place. ‘| was hoping to read English,’ she 
sighs, ‘but although my O-level passes were up to scratch — | 
got eight — my A-level results were absolutely hopeless. Of 
course | got a good grade in English, but my other two subjects, 
which were French and Politics, were a bit of a disaster. | 
could have stayed on at school for another term to re-take 
them, but | decided to try a taste of the big bad world first. 
If | wanted to go back to full-time education I’m still young 
enough, but quite honestly I’m enjoying things as they are so 
much at the moment that that’s a fairly remote possibility.’ 
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So how, does Crystal fill the daylight 
hours ?,A smile lights up her face, 
half-hidden by her wide-brimmed hat. 
‘I've tried /oads of things,’ she admits 
cheerfully, ‘but | haven’t really found 
anything yet that doesn’t bore me after 
a month or two. | thought modelling 
for these pictures was a lot of fun — 
probably the best thing I’ve done so 
far, but before doing that, what | 
enjoyed most was working on a fruit 
farm near home during the summer. It 
was one of those places you can drive 
in and pick what you like-and I'd weigh 
the baskets when people were through.’ 
Crystal laughs. ‘Some people bought so 


much, I'm sure they must still be knee- 


deep in fruit from their farm forages!’ 
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Lawrence of Arabia 

continued from page 78 

August 16 1888, was the second. The family 
finally settled — again rather at random — at 
Oxford, where T E attended the City Boys’ 
School and later Jesus College. Home life 
was puritanical, ruled over by a mother 
(herself illegitimate) imbued with _ strict 
religious fundamentalism and a belief in the 
beneficial properties of the cane. The conflict 
between the parents’ outward appearance of 
moral rectitude and the fact that they were 
secretly living in sin must, in Victorian times, 
have produced deep psychological stresses. 
Nevertheless, TE showed few youthful 
hang-ups, only extraordinary  pre- 
cociousness. He read three or four books a 
day, undertook taxingly long cycle rides 
(once to the South of France) to collect brass 
rubbings and study castles, and began to 
display his life-long eccentricity of habits — 
eating and sleeping at unusual hours or not 
at all, forcing himself to undertake long 
marches in inclement weather or to dive into 
freezing rivers, firing a revolver out of his 
college window into the street. His parents 
built a special little house for him in the back 
garden, where he could study in peace, and 
keep his own hours. For his history degree 
he wrote a thesis on Crusader architecture, 
for which he spent one vacation travelling on 
foot through Palestine and Syria during the 
hottest part of the year. Having got a First, 
he decided to return to Syria to work on the 
archaeological excavation of the Hittite city 
of Carchemish. 

The four years he spent out there, latterly as 
assistant to C L Woolley, were probably the 
happiest of his life. Speaking fluent Arabic in 
all manner of dialects, he began to demons- 
trate his charismatic powers of leadership, 
magically quelling revolts of workmen, in- 
spiring idle natives to unprecedented efforts 
of activity, and putting down obstreperous 
Turkish officials when the case demanded. 
Under guise of their archaeology, he and 
Woolley also acted as agents for British 
intelligence, reporting the progress of the 
Berlin to Basra railway which the Germans 
were constructing and, in 1914, mapping 
part of the Sinai desert — the ‘Wilderness of 
Zin’ — under the guise of an archaeological 
survey. Apart from making one unexpected 
and unaccepted proposal of marriage as an 
undergraduate, Lawrence never showed any 
romantic interest in women, preferring to live 
in all-male societies like that of the dig. But 
though he formed a deep attachment at 
Carchemish to an Arab boy named Dahoum 
— presumably the S A to whom Seven Pillars 
is dedicated — his exact sexual proclivity 
remains, like so much else, enigmatic. His 
brother claimed that he died a virgin. 
Dispatched to Cairo on the outbreak of war 
as map officer with the Middle East 
Intelligence department, Lawrence 
immediately found himself in a highly condu- 
cive atmosphere of intrigue, secrecy and 
power politics. War had been declared, in 


‘October 1914, on the Ottoman Empire 


which still ruled the Levant and much of the 
Arabian peninsula. Within weeks of his 
arrival at Cairo Lawrence was formulating a 
plan both to defeat the enemy Turks, and 

turn to page 88 


On a trip to Brands Hatch, James met 
and fell in love with a lady racing driver. 
A few months later they were married, 
and following James’ instructions, Linda 
gave up driving to look after the home. 
However, she couldn’t really get the thrill 
of the track out of her mind. Every night 
as they lay in bed, she would grab her 
husband’s tool, and fiddle with it like a 
gear stick, making car noises, as she 
dreamed of winning at Brands. 

After a few weeks of this James’ part was 
red-raw with the constant handling, so he 
went to the doctor and asked what he 
should do. 

“What you need is to give her some kind 
of aversion therapy,’ the GP told him. 
‘Every time she starts fingering your 
penis, grab her, turn her on to her back 
and take her savagely from behind.’ 
James said that he would try it, and that 
night as he lay in bed, he waited for her to 
start ‘changing gear’. Sure enough after 
five minutes, she grabbed him, and began 
moving it around, going, ‘Brrrm, brrrrm.’ 
Immediately James leaped into action, 
threw her onto her front, and thrust him- 
self up her from behind. 

‘Ooh,’ gasped his wife. ‘That’s it. Fill her 
up. I'll think she'll take about four 
gallons.’ 


Mayfair’s cynical dictionary defines a 
wife as someone who can turn a rake into 
a lawn mower. 


‘What’s it like being an egg?’ the young 
chick asked his father the rooster. 

‘Not all it’s cracked up to be, son,’ he 
replied. “You’re only laid once, it takes 
four and half minutes to get hard, and the 
only person to sit on your face is your 
mother.’ 


A round-up of 
after-dinner jokes 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY RONALD COBB 


What is the difference between a candle 
and chicken vindaloo? 
A candle only burns at one end. 


On his first date, Dave took Mary to the 
funfair. 

“What would you like to do first?’ he 
asked her. 

‘I want to be weighed,’ Mary replied im- 
mediately with a smile on her face. 
‘Okay,’ said Dave, and took her to the I 
Speak Your Weight machine. 

‘Nine stone eight ounces,’ boomed the 
machine, and they headed for a ride on 
the rollercoaster. When the ride had 
finished, Dave asked Mary what she 
would like to do next. 

‘Get weighed,’ she replied immediately. 
Dave was somewhat surprised but none 
the less took her back to the weighing 
machine, where once again, it announced 
that she was nine stone eight ounces. 
Next they headed for the merry-go-round 
where after a couple of circuits, Dave 
noticed that-Mary was looking rather 
down-hearted, so he asked her again what 
she would like to do. 


‘I want to get weighed,’ she replied 


insistently. 

‘Are you sure?’ 

“Yes; 

‘Alright then,’ said Dave, and once again 
trekked over to the I Speak Your Weight 
machine. After it had confirmed that her 
weight still was nine stone eight ounces, 
Dave and Mary decided to leave the park. 
Turning to her, Dave saw that she was 
still looking miserable, despite the fact 
that he had done everything she asked, 
including having her weighed three times 
when she wanted. 

‘So did you have a good time?’ he asked. 
‘No,’ she said. ‘Wousy.’ 


Is sex better than cannabis? 
It depends on the pusher. 


Walking past the local travel agent’s 
shop, a man noticed an unbelievable 
bargain being advertised. ‘Mediterranean 
cruise, 14 days, only £20,’ read the sign. 
‘That’s excellent,’ said the young man, 
and went in to book. As soon as he had 
paid, he was hit on the head, knocked un- 
conscious, and bundled into a room. Half 
an hour later, another man went in to 
order the cruise. Soon he was knocked 
out, and hurled into the same room. A bit 
later on, a third man made the same mis- 
take, and he suffered a similar fate. 

The three men came to to find them- 
selves drifting in an open rowing boat. 
“Where are we?’ demanded the first man. 
‘I don’t know,’ replied the second, ‘but 
they’ll soon send out a helicopter for us.’ 
‘Don’t yow believe it, bab,’ said the third 
with a strong Birmingham accent. ‘They 
didn’t last year.’ | 


ey say that the parson’s young 
daughter 
Loved sex like no decent girl oughta. 
But nothing she did 
Stimulated her id 
Like the spanking she got when he caught 
her. 


Share your after dinner anecdotes. Send 
them to ‘Jokes’, Mayfair magazine, 
6 Great James Street, London WCIN 3DA. 
There are free subscriptions for readers 
whose jokes are selected. Due to the 
extremely high postal charges we no 
longer acknowledge receipt of jokes. 
Individual subscription winners are noti- 
fied by letter as to when their subscription 
starts. In the event of duplication among 
those jokes submitted, the Editor’s decision 
on awarding of a subscription is final. 
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Lawrence of Arabia 

continued from page 86 

frustrate their French allies (for whom he 
nursed a pet loathing). He grandly hoped, 
‘To roll up Syria by way of the Hedjaz in the 
name of the Sherif ... rush right up to 
Damascus, and biff the French out of all 
hope of Syria. It’s a big game, and at last one 
worth playing.’ 

For the moment, however, he was the merest 
subaltern, and an irregular one at that, 
whose uniform was never quite right, who 
was negligent about such small matters as 
salutes, and whose often insolent or con- 
ceited manners vexed the nerves of his 
superiors. However he threw himself with 
enthusiasm into his job of compiling maps, 
interrogating Turkish prisoners, and building 
up an extensive intelligence network among 
the disaffected Arabs. 

Meanwhile, Sherif Hussein of Mecca, hoping 
for British support, had declared himself 
against his Turkish overlords, overpowering 
the Turkish garrison at Mecca, and liberat- 
ing other towns, including Jeddah. But the 
Turks in the other holy city of Medina held 
out, and it looked as if the revolt might come 
to nothing. In October 1916, Lawrence’s 
superior at Cairo, Ronald Storrs, embarked 
for Jeddah for consultations, and Lawrence, 
only too gladly granted a few days leave. 
went along for the journey. It was the start of 
his great adventure. 

Lawrence’s intimate knowledge of the 
whereabouts of every unit of the enemy’s 
army filled Abdullah, Sherif Hussein’s 
second son, with amazement. ‘Is this man 
God, to know everything?’ he exclaimed. But 
Lawrence was less impressed with slothful 
and devious Abdullah as a potential leader of 
the great insurgency he had in mind. He 
decided to press on, and visit the third son, 
Feisal. After two days and nights on camel- 
back, Lawrence was brought to Feisal’s 
encampment in the desert. A slave, ‘Led:me 
to .an inner court, on whose further side, 
framed between the uprights of a black 
doorway, stood a white figure waiting tensely 
for me. I felt at first glance that this was the 
man I had come to Arabia to seek.’ He was 
shown into a room where men sat thoughtful 
and cross-legged in the shadows. After polite 
inquiries, Feisal asked: ‘And do you like our 
place here in Wadi Safra?’ Lawrence replied: 
‘Well. But it is far from Damascus.’ The 
word fell ‘like a sword in their midst’. ‘Praise 
God,’ rejoined Feisal, ‘there are Turks nearer 
us than that.’ 

Cairo appointed Lawrence as Feisal’s 
military adviser, and in November he 
rejoined the Arabs near the port of Yenbo. In 
Seven Pillars of Wisdom he would write of, 
‘The sweep of the open places, the taste of 
wide winds, the sunlight, and the hopes in 
which we worked. It felt like morning and the 
freshness of the world-to-be intoxicated us. 
We were wrought up with ideas inexpressible 
and vaporous, but to be fought for. We lived 
many lives in those whirling campaigns, 
never sparing ourselves any good or evil.’ 
Whirling campaigns they were, for Lawrence 
proved a master of guerrilla warfare. While 
elsewhere the generals were throwing away 
thousands of British lives in their bungled 
campaigns in Gallipoli and Mesopotamia, 


Lawrence was only a few hundred yards from 
his Clouds Hill cottage when he crashed. 


Lawrence kept the Turkish army in Arabia 
tied up by means of unpredictable and 
economical assaults by small forces. He 
would appear out of the desert to dynamite 
the Turks’ railway that ran from Damascus 
to Medina, while always allowing the enemy 
to keep the line just operational. B H Liddell 
Hart, military historian and early biographer 
of Lawrence, has written how, ‘He turned the 
weakness of the Arabs into an asset, and the 
very strength of the Turks into a debit — 
forcing them to spread as widely as possible, 
in vain attempt to check the flame of revolt — 
a flame which, like a will-o’-the-wisp was 
always dancing in places where they were 
not For orthodox concentration, 
Lawrence substituted a creeping paralysis — 
produced by intangibility and ubiquity.’ 

To achieve these results, Lawrence first had 
to win the Arabs’ confidence, which he did 
through his uncanny ability to read their 
minds, and merge his identity with theirs. 
‘They taught me that no man could be their 
leader except he ate the ranks’ food, wore 
their clothes, lived level with them, and yet 
appeared better in himself,’ he later wrote. 
Dressed in gleaming white robes, a gold 
Meccan dagger in his belt, able to jump jnto 
the saddle of a trotting camel or endur&a 
gruelling desert crossing with the best 
them, sharing their gossip and confidences, 
Lawrence inspired the utmost loyalty both 
from his personal guard of picked men, and 
from the tribal ranks of the revolt in general. 
By stages Feisal and he carried the campaign 
from Mecca to Damascus. In the pages of 
Seven Pillars Lawrence portrays in masterly 
prose the rigours and comedies, the endless 
intriguing and moments of peril, of those 
testing months. There is the occasion he shot 
his own camel through the head during a 
camel charge; there is the towering figure of 
old Auda, the roguish desert warrior; there 
are the antics of the inseparable youths 
Daud and Farraj (one of whom, desperately 
wounded, Lawrence has to shoot, to prevent 
him falling into the hands of the Turks); 
there is the capture of the port of Akaba 
from behind, after a brilliant desert crossing 
of eight hundred miles; the audacious 
detonating of troop trains and guarded 
bridges; the battle of Tafileh, Lawrence’s one 


conventional fight, which Liddell Hart 
described as ‘a miniature masterpiece’; the 
massacre by the retreating Turks of the 
villagers of Tafas, and the Arabs’ merciless 


reprisals — ‘The best of you brings me the 


most Turkish blood, is Lawrence’s 
emotional command; and finally there is the 
triumphant entry into Damascus to scenes of 
confusion, rivalry and ultimate disillusion- 
ment. 

The disillusionment for Lawrence went deep, 
and had two main causes. On the one hand, 
he had long known that he was living a 
political lie. Britain’s promises’ of 
independence to the Arabs were con- 
tradicted, he was aware, by the secret Sykes- 
Picot agreement by which Britain and 
France agreed ultimately to carve up the 
liberated areas among themselves. Lawrence 
had vainly hoped to get to Damascus before 
the Allied forces, and instal Feisal as king. 
But when it was clear that there would be 
only a subservient position for Feisal, he 
angrily resigned and headed for home. 

The strain of serving two masters had 
wrecked him; the discovery that neither the 
Arabs nor British imperialism had really won 
was the final straw. 

But there were also more peronal reasons for 
his shattered state of mind. Somewhere 
between his arrival as crusading captain at 
Jeddah, and departure as _ embittered 


lieutenant-colonel from Damascus, he had 


had an experience which filled him with 
ineradicable self-disgust. 

According to his own account, it happened 
at the railway junction of Deraa, halfway. 
between Amman and Damascus, in Novem- 
ber 1917, when he was in disguise on a 
reconnaisance mission. Caught by the Turks, 
who took him for a deserter, he was dragged 
before the Bey, ‘an ardent paederast’, who 
ordered the guards to strip him, and then 
made ‘fawning’ advances. When Lawrence 
kneed him in the groin, the Bey become more 
violent, forcing a bayonet through a fold of 
skin over his ribs, and twisting it. As 
Lawrence still refused to submit, the Bey 
ordered the guards, “To take me out and 
teach me everything.’ This they proceeded to 
do, subjecting Lawrence to such a rigorous 
beating, thrashing and buggering that it is 
remarkable he survived. “They would 
squabble for the next turn, ease themselves, 
and play unspeakably with me,’ he alleged in 
Seven Pillars. As the corporal kicked him, ‘I 
remembered smiling idly at him, for a 
delicious warmth, probably sexual, was 
swelling through me: and then that he flung 
up his arms and hacked with the full length 
of his whip into my groin.’ Dragged back to 
the Bey, he was rejected ‘as a thing too torn 
and bloody for his bed’, and thrown into a 
shed, from which he contrived to escape in 
the night. ‘In Deraa that night the citadel of 
my integrity had been irrevocably lost,’ he 
confessed in Seven Pillars; and, in a letter to 
Mrs GB Shaw: ‘For fear of being hurt, or 
rather to earn five minutes respite from a 
pain which drove me mad, I gave away the 


‘only possession we are born with — our 


bodily integrity.’ | 

What really happened will never be known. 

Some have disputed whether Lawrence ever 
turn to page 98 
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Melissa Wray is 21-years-old with a 
desperate to f 
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ou would think that a girl pretty enough to feature 


on the centre pages of Britain’s most 
popular men’s magazine would 


spend her life fending off men. But 
not Melissa Wray. Melissa is lonely. 
She admits it. It’s a situation that has 
only grown up recently, but 
none the less, she believes it’s a 
serious one. ‘I’ve just moved to this 
lovely flat on the seafront between 


Hastings and St Leonards,’ she says, 
‘put | don’t know anyone.’ 


Melissa used to live in a large house in 
West London with her parents where a 
social life was no problem. ‘| had m 
school friends, friends of mummy an 
daddy, and all the gang in the wine. 
bar. But | needed a place of my own, 
and this lovely little flat came up right 
on the coast. The trouble is | haven't 
found anyone there to play with yet.’ 


or is Melissa likely to find anyone to love through | 
her work, as she does most of it 
from home. ‘| bought myself one 
of those Amstrad word processors, 
and | type reports and letters for 

local businesses,’ she said. ‘Only 

| hardly ever meet the dishy 

sounding. business men | talk to on the 
phone. | get all excited, waiting to 
hand my work over to them, and they 
send some spotty junior instead. Very 
disappointing.’ Nor is Melissa a 
disco/night club fan. ‘| get far too 
sleepy for that sort of thing,’ she says. 


In fact, Melissa was on the point of putting a Lonely Hearts ad 
in the local paper. ‘The problem is that | can’t think how to 
describe myself. ‘‘Blonde typist’ makes me sound like a 
gormless temp or one of those characters in situation 


pee : comedies — all uplift bra and squeaky voice.’ 


3 


elissa is however quite sure about what she 


likes to do. She enjoys long strolls 
along the beach, meandering 
around the old town or just sitting 
watching the sea. ‘l sound like one of 
those elderly women who have 
nothing better to do,’ she said with a 
laugh. ‘But I’m not quite in the 
Cardigan and slippers class yet.’ She is 
also quite certain about the kind of 
man she likes. Strong, bearded, pipe- 
smoking types are the sort she goes 
for. ‘The type of men you used to see 
on tobacco advertisements,’ she 
smiled. Her other stipulation is more 
intimate. ‘He must be able to kiss well,’ 
she insisted. ‘Some men seem to want 
to smother you, others peck at you like 
a hen.’ Right now, Melissa’s waiting to 
give lessons to the first suitable man.’ 
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Lawrence of Arabia 

continued from page 88 

made the trip to Deraa, others have pointed 
out that Hacim Bey of Deraa was in fact 
heterosexual. Whatever the _ truth, 
Lawrence’s account is certainly heavily 
embroidered and the facts will remain a 
mystery. Nevertheless it is reasonable to 
suppose that it was at some point during the 
campaign that Lawrence discovered the 
shattering truth that, far from being a sexless 
saviour figure, he was in fact a sexual 
masochist. He would never again rid himself 
of that ‘fascination and terror and morbid 
desire, lascivious and vicious, perhaps, but 
like the striving of a moth towards its flame.’ 
For three years after the war Lawrence 
maintained his connection with Arabia. He 
acted as Feisal’s interpreter and aide at the 
Versailles Peace Conference; he was given a 
fellowship at All Souls College, Oxford, to 
enable him to write Seven Pillars (he claimed 
that he lost the first draft while changing 
trains at Reading, and had to rewrite the 
whole thing); and he served for a while as 
Chief British Representative in Amman. 
Through such publicity as that given him by 
Lowell Thomas’s public lectures on the Arab 
campaign (and later his gushing book With 
Lawrence in Arabia), he had become a 
household name, accredited with such 
fictitious popular titles as ‘Prince of Mecca’ 
and ‘Uncrowned King of Arabia’. Churchill 
(then Colonial Secretary) was so impressed 
with his abilities that he was genuinely con- 
sidering a colonial governorship for him. 
Instead, in September 1922, having salved 
his conscience of his Arabian experiences at 
last, Lawrence joined the ranks of the RAF 
under the assumed name of John’ Hume 


The Brough Superior motorcycle on which Lawrence died. We had just decided there 
was no chance of tracking down its present whereabouts when Mayfair photographer 
Andrew Morland arrived with a feature on Brough bikes — including Lawrence’s. 


Ross, and with the reluctant connivance of 
his friend Lord Trenchard, Chief of the Air 
Staff. (W E Johns, creator of Biggles, was 
the recruiting officer, and at first refused to 
accept Lawrence, as unfit). His book The 
Mint (not published until 1955) vividly 
portrays the horrors of barrack-room life at 
the training depot at Uxbridge. At last he 
was posted to Farnborough, but his true 
identity got out, the Daily Express splashed 
headlines, and the RAF was forced to 
discharge him. 

In desperation he transferred to the Tank 
Corps as Private Shaw, and was posted to 
Bovington Camp in Dorset. He hated the 
army — ‘muck, stink, and a desolate 
abomination’ — but stuck it out for two years 
until, by threatening suicide and persuading 
John Buchan and GB Shaw to petition the 
Prime Minister, he was at last reinstated in 
the RAF. It was during his time at Bov- 
ington that he discovered the derelict cottage 
just north of the company which he began to 
rent as a retreat from army life, and which 
later became (he bought it in 1929) the 
nearest thing he ever knew to an adult home. 
It was also around this time that he began to 
pay a young Scotsman named John Bruce 
(whom he persuaded to join up with him) to 
administer periodical beatings (‘severe 
enough to produce a seminal emission’) on 
behalf of ‘The Old Man’, in alleged expiation 
of Lawrence’s misdeeds. Bruce fulfilled this 
secret function from 1923 until Lawrence’s 
death. 


Immediately after his return to the RAF, © 


Lawrence was stationed at Cranwell, but 
when publication of the abridgement of his 
Arabian book loomed, he had himself posted 
to India. He stayed there two years, till local 


suspicion about his presence on the sensitive 
North-West Frontier — was he a spy? — 
resulted in his being sent home. Transferred 
to Mount Batten, near Plymouth, he 
embarked on the happiest period of his 
service years, becoming deeply involved in 
the construction and use of speed boats. His 
manual entitled The 200 Class Royal Air 
Force Seaplane Tender has been described 
as a ‘masterpiece of technology’, while a 
colleague considered ‘that he was one of the 
prime architects of our Air Sea Rescue 
Service’. 

A sergeant at Cranwell recalled how 338171 
Aircraftman Shaw, ‘was hero-worshipped by 
all the flight for his never failing cheery 
disposition, ability to get all he could for 
their benefit, never complaining, and his 
generosity to all concerned till at times it 
appeared that he was doing too much for 
everyone and all were out to do their best for 
him. Quarrels ceased and the flight had to 
pull together for the sheer joy of remaining in 
his company and being with him for his com- 
panionship, help, habits, fun and teaching 
one and all to play straight.’ His succession 
of Brough motorcycles — on which during his 
time off he would race up to London to visit 
his literary friends — were the envy of other 
airmen, while his gramophone and books — 
which he freely lent around — inspired them 
to an unprecedented interest in classical 
music and literature. (He also earned their 
devotion by volunteering for unpopular 
duties, such as at Christmas.) And though he 
rejected all promotion, in moments of deci- 
sion or crisis, such as when a flying boat 
sank at Plymouth or during the preparations 
for the Schneider Trophy, even his nominal 
superiors found themselves following his 
leadership. (‘And why should you, a 
corporal, take orders from an aircraftman?’ 
an incredulous Flight-Lieutenant wanted to 
know. ‘Well, sir, it seems perfectly natural to 
take orders from Mr Shaw!’) It was typical 
of his generosity that royalties from his 
Arabian book went to set up an Educational 
Fund to help the orphaned children of RAF 
Officers. . 

Lawrence had set his term of service at 
twelve years, however, and at the end of 
February 1935 he finally took his discharge 
at Bridlington (where he had been overseeing 
the construction of speed boats), and 
pedalled down to Clouds Hill, with the 
avowed intention of spending the rest of his 
days ‘in modest idleness’. That he would 
really have done that is unlikely; it is more 
probable, had he lived, that he would have 
played some vital part in the great conflict 
that was already looming. 

Whatever he might yet have achieved in his 
country’s service, it was a still comparatively 
vigorous and youthful Lawrence who, on the 
morning of 13 May 1935, called across to 
see if his friend and neighbour Pat Knowles 
required anything from Bovington, before 
setting off to send his telegram, ‘It was one of 
these very bright clear days in May,’ 
Knowles recalls, ‘when the wind was 
southerly; and I heard him go all the way 
down to the camp, and I could hear the drill 
sergeants on the square shouting. Later on I 
heard the motorcycle coming back. I heard 


the engine suddenly race, and then... stop.” @ 


Indeed, what covld be more truly British than the 
good olde village inn... 


GOING FOR A PINT 


The Bar-Propper’s Guide 


The pub is a great British institution. 
In one of the funniest and most perceptive books we've seen, 
cartoonist Besley surveys the bar-room scene 


Extracts from Going for a Pint by Rupert Besley is published by Souvenir Press. 
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100 Basically a pub is 


. 


a club where folk fro 
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every Walk of life can meet on equal terms... 


It's marvellous really how bar- staff always remember who drinks what .. 101 


102 or sophisticated Fun Palace... 
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and vast sums are spent on costly re-fits. 
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Don't be surprised if you meet a buxom brunette at a party and she gives 
you a good sniff. It will just be 21-year-old Fiona Thom checking to see 
how attractive she finds you. Fiona you see, thinks a great part of a 
man’s attraction lies in his smell. ‘!l like a man with a certain smell, a 
masculine smell.’ She also looks for long legs and an attractive bum. 
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Fiona’s stunning 38—24—36 

figure is enough to attract any man’s 
attention, but she claims to 

be a ane-man woman. ‘| am loyal to 
my man, and | didn't start 

going out with men until quite late 
in my life, really. | was about 

18 when | first started going out 
with anyone seriously. | find 

a lot of men don't know how to please 
a woman in bed. They don't know 


where the magic button is. But 

I'm a homely person, and my favourite 
pastime Is staying in bed with 

my boyfriend all day.’ Fiona also 
loves reading, particularly 

the plays of Chekov and Shakespeare. 
‘1 like war stories as well, 

ones with a good, exciting plot. My 
boyfriend got me interested 

in those.’ For exercise and to keep 

in trim she swims regularly. 
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Fiona was brought up in Birmingham and went to a comprehensive school in the 
Midlands where she particularly enjoyed the music and drama lessons. After leaving 
she took a drama school course, graduating two years ago. Since then she has had 
various Jobs in sales promotion, including Cobra motorcycles and Jaguar and Talbot 
cars. She loves cars and found the photographic session for an XJS poster very 
exciting. ‘| was sitting on the bonnet in a long black dress. That car alone was 
enough to turn anyone on, | don't know why they needed me.’ Her ambition is to 
make a career in acting, and perhaps one day play her favourite part — Maria in 
West Side Story. ‘I took that part in our school production once and | really loved it.’ 
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Forty five years ago, WW2’s most dashing general died after a minor car 
crash. He was aristocratic but crude, a bully but fearless, and so fantastically 
self-opinionated that he dismissed the energetic .Monty as a ‘tired little fart’ 


rust 10, 1943, somewhere in Sicily 
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PATTON: 


THE COWBOY GENERAL 


By Gerald Rawling 


constituted the casualty clearing station 
close behind the lines. He was an imposing 
figure as he stood with his highly polished 
boots planted in the Sicilian dust, slapping 
them with the riding switch he carried. His 
helmet was burnished to the point where it 


might have been chromium plated, and the 
three stars adorning it were silver brilliant. 
The rest of his attire was equally immaculate 
— a freshly pressed woollen shirt covered by 
a spotless tunic, and separated from elegant 
riding breeches by a shining leather belt with 


Pia 
5 Tea 


112 


» yone vail 
Patton (left), and the private, Charles 


a goldplated buckle at his midriff. Dangling 
from his belt on the right side was an ivory- 
handled Colt .45 Peacemaker. 

He walked in slowly, and was greeted by the 
reception staff — all surgeons, and attended 
by their nurses, many of whom also carried 
officer rank — and he began to talk to the 
wounded. There were about 20 casualties in 
the tent, and he spoke to each of the 
wounded men, comforting them, and con- 
gratulating them on what they had achieved. 
The General came to one soldier who was 
suffering from a high fever, and passed him 
without interest or comment. It was then that 
an apparently uninjured patient came to his 
attention. He was a 26 year old private from 
Mishawaka, Indiana, who was. sitting 
huddled in a corner, shivering with fright. In 
answer to a brusque question from the 
General, he sobbed: ‘It’s my nerves.’ 

“What did you say?’ bellowed the General. 
‘It’s my nerves,’ he replied, ‘I can’t stand the 
shelling anymore.’ 

Therewas a brief pause, and then the General 
started shouting. “Your nerves, Hell,’ he said, 
‘you're just a Goddamn coward, you yellow 
son of a bitch.’ With that he gave the soldier 
a stinging back hander across the face, 
Saying, ‘Shut up that Goddamn crying. I 
won't have these brave men here who have 
been shot seeing a yellow bastard sitting here 
crying.’ Then he hit the man again, knocking 
off his helmet liner while a nurse collapsed 
weeping, and had to be led away. 

By this time a crowd of nurses and patients 
had gathered from other tents, attracted by 
the noise, to witness the General in a trans- 
port of rage. He turned to the receiving 
officer, and yelled: ‘Don’t you admit this 
yellow bastard, there’s nothing the matter 
with him. I won’t have the hospitals cluttered 
up with these sons of bitches who haven’t got 
the guts to fight.’ 

He then turned back to the quivering patient 
who was doing his best to ‘sit to attention’, 
and harangued him with the words: ‘You’re 
going back to the front lines, and you may 
get shot and killed. If you don’t I’ll stand you 
up against a wall, and have a firing squad 
shoot you on purpose.’ He reflected for a 
moment, and then reached for the ivory 
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uhl, he hit in the famous field hospital incident. 


handled Colt: ‘I ought to shoot you myself 
you Goddamn whimpering coward.’ 

The General was perhaps the most 
spectacular, controversial and _ colourful 
figure of World War Two — he was George 
Smith Patton. 


Once he had got a field command, Patton 


was always ‘news’ because of his eccentric 
and sometimes outrageous behaviour. For 
most of his career George Patton straddled 
the fine line which separates genius from 
paranoia: he once addressed his staff in 
North. Africa saying: ‘Gentlemen, tomorrow 
we attack. If we are not victorious, let no one 
come back alive.” His staff reeled back in 
amazement — this was 18th Century talk. 
But gradually they came to believe that he 
actually meant what he said. 

His troops, hating him at first for his iron 
discipline, christened him ‘Old Blood ’n’ 
Guts’ — our blood, his guts, as they cynically 
put it — but later when he took them into 
action, they revised their opinion, and 
followed him into action as a dog follows its 
master. Patton led from the front like few 
other generals of his time, and in so doing 
commanded the respect, loyalty and con- 
fidence of his troops. 

All that said, he was still a pain in the arse to 
his superiors for whom he posed constant 
problems by virtue of his continuing indiscre- 
tions, of which the slapping incident was 
probably the most infamous. ‘Georgie is a 
bum,’ said one of his closest friends, Major- 
General Everett Hughes, ‘but he’s a good 
army commander.’ And _ General 
Fisenhower, his immediate superior, could 
only swallow his anger and say, ‘George, 
you talk too much,’ knowing that he was 
going to need a General with Patton’s 
undoubted talents for battles to come. 

Patton was born into a wealthy family at the 
Lake Virginia Ranch in California on 
November 11, 1885. He became richer by 
marriage to a New England heiress, Beatrice 
Ayers in 1910. She was, apart from being 
rich, a Boston Brahmin with plenty of con- 
tacts on the social register, and it is hardly 
Surprising that envious fellow officers 
christened them the ‘Duke and Duchess’ as 


they solemnly dressed for dinner each 


evening, drove around in their very up-to- 
date motor car, sailed to Honolulu in their 
own yacht, and ran their own stable of 
horses. George even learned to fly — a rare 
accomplishment in those days. 

He had struggled his way through West 
Point, making impact only as a sportsman, 
but in that area he was superb, and he 
entered, at his own expenses, the Stockholm 
Olympic Games in 1912 in the modern 
pentathlon. He didn’t win a medal but he did 
come fifth. He graduated into the cavalry, 
and his first taste of action came in 1916 
when as a Second Lieutenant he managed to 
get himself on the staff of General ‘Black 
Jack’ Pershing, and became involved in the 
US Army’s attempts to bring the Mexican 
bandit, revolutionary. and _ nationalist, 
Pancho Villa, to justice. 

Even in those days, Patton was wearing low 
slung pistols, cowboy style, and in a manner 
worthy of a Sam Peckinpah screenplay he 
cornered three bandits in a hacienda while 
out on patrol. The bandits grabbed their 


horses, and made a run for it. Patton stood 


up, drew his guns, and killed two bandits and 
one horse with a suitable economy of fire for 
an Olympic pistol shot. He tied the two 
bodies to the fenders of his car in the manner 
of the hunter bringing home the kill, and 
drive them back to HQ. When one of the 
bodies turned out to be that of Julio 
Cardenas, Villa’s lieutenant, Pershing was 
suitably impressed. 
Impressing Pershing was to prove a 
fortunate move, for the General was the out- 
standing soldier of his generation, and led the 
American Expeditionary Force to France in 
1918. Patton went with him initially as an 
ADC but kept pushing for a combat roles 
and ended up as a colonel in the newly 
formed Tanks Corps. He only went into 
action once near Varennes in the Argonne. 
His tanks went forward well, and breached 
the German lines but the supporting infantry 
were nowhere to be seen in the battle confu- 
sion, and Patton dismounted, rounded up 
some troops from other units, and attempted 
to lead them against the German machine 
guns. Shouting, ‘Follow me,’ he had finally 
only five men behind him, including his own 
orderly, Sergeant Angelo, when one of the 
entrenched machine guns opened fire. Three 
of them were killed, one wounded, and then 
Patton was smitten literally hip and thigh, 
and collapsed into a shell hole where Angelo 
staunched the flow of blood, and applied field 
dressings. 
For this performance he was awarded the 
Distinguished Service Cross. It is fairly 
typical of the man that he only received it: 
because he thought he deserved it, and spent 
a considerable amount of time and energy 
lobbying GHQ personnel in general, and 
Pershing in particular, since his immiediate 
superior, Brigadier-General Rockenbach, 
found him an exceedingly difficult sub- 
ordinate to control, and blocked the award, 
remarking acidly that he had got his 
colonelcy, and should be content with that. 
Between the wars was a boring time for 
Patton who longed only for some kind of — 
cavalry action where he could emulate 
someone like Cardigan leading the Light 
turn to page 118 
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Get your lady to slip 
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You don’t have to be nude to be sexy. 
Here, let me show you!’ It was an offer 
that no self-respecting magazine could 
turn down — and we're happy to say 
that 21-year-old Corinne Collins has 
proved her point. The question arose 
when Corinne was explaining her love 
of black underwear. ‘| wear it all the 
time,’ claimed the 35-24-35 girl from 
Gloucester. ‘Even if I’m just pottering 
around the house. That way | feel, even 
if I’m in my rubber gloves and apron, 
doing the potatoes, that underneath 
there is a sensual woman.’ And luckily 
it was this side to her character that 
she was keen to reveal to us all. 


It's a part of her personality that 
doesn't receive much of an airing in 
the prim surroundings of the jewellers 
where she works. ‘My lingerie is my 
little secret,’ she smiled mischievously. 
‘Mind you, | do like to give my boss the 
odd flash of stocking top, just to thrill 
him a little. Even though he’s at least 
120, it’s what keeps his heart going.’ 
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A meeting in Normandy between Patton (left), General Bradley, commander of the 12th US Army 
group, and Montgomery (right). The face of the officer behind has been disguised for security. 


¢ 


continued from page 112 

Brigade, and end up dead on the field of 
battle. His wealthy ‘aristocratic’ background, 
his autocratic — and at times completely 
‘unAmerican’ — behaviour earned him 
enemies, or at best critics, at every level in 
the military hierarchy. His troops hated him 
because he was a martinet of unheard 
proportions; his superiors hated him because 
he flouted their orders, bending them to suit 
his own ends, and his peers were envious of 
him for his rather pretentious wealth and 
extravagant life style. 

But George Patton had his own military 
philosophy — his feeling towards his troops, 
and his feeling towards battle. His troops 
and their welfare were throughout his career 
a prime concern, but he had a pragmatic 
view: ‘All human beings have an innate 
resistance to obedience. Discipline removes 
this resistance, and by constant repetition 
makes obedience habitual and unconscious.’ 
Thus the men grumbled about the ‘old 
martinet’ but without realising it, became 
disciplined. His attitude to battle was equally 
simple. Attack, attack, attack! His favourite 
military quote (and he knew his military 
history well) was from Frederick the Great: 
*‘L’audace, l’audace, toujours l’audace,’ and 
he was to show plenty of that when the time 
came. 

He loved the idea of battle in a way which 
was truly not of this century. He worshipped 
an heroic battlefield performance. In the film 
Patton : Lust for Glory where he was 
portrayed with stunning authority by George 
C Scott there is a presumably apocryphal 
sequence with the General bending over to 
kiss the face of a dying tank commander 
who has broken through enemy resistance to 
take his objective. 

Apocryphal or not, it catches absolutely the 
feel of the man. Once in the summer of 1944 
his aide, Colonel Codman, related how they 
were driving down a road in France, and 
passed through an area where Germans had 


been caught unprepared by Allied fighter 
bombers. The wreckage and corpses had 
been bulldozed aside, and bodies were 
stacked ‘like cordwood’ awaiting burial. ‘Just 
look at that, Codman,’ he shouted. ‘Could 
anything be more magnificent? God how I 
love it.” It was such an ebullient philosophy 
which saw George Patton through World 
War Two. 

Physically, Patton was a big fellow, well- 
proportioned and aggressively fit. He was 
also autocratic, flamboyant and excessively 
profane and vulgar. Only a strangely high- 
pitched and squeaky voice detracted from 
the macho image he otherwise projected. 
Above all, he was a showman. ‘One must be 
an actor,’ he once wrote to his wife, Beatrice, 
and no intelligent person who worked with 
him could say otherwise. 

On stage, as it were, speaking to the bit 
players who were his soldiers, he could come 
out with expressions like: “Battle is the most 
magnificent competition in which a human 
being can indulge. It brings out all that is 
best; it removes all that is base.’ 

He had a personal arrogance of monumental 
proportions, and was racist to a frightening 
degree, hating Poles, Jews, Arabs, Italians — 
practically every nation he came into contact 
with. Above all he hated the British — until he 
met the Russians. Strangely, the only 
European race he seemed to have time for 
were the Germans whom he spent so much 
of his time trying to kill. And he despised his 
fellow Generals, considering himself better 
than any of them. Eisenhower was a flunky, 
toadying to the British — ‘he vacillates and is 
not a realist,’ snorted Patton into his diary. 
‘Ike is acting a part, and knows he is damned 
near a Benedict Arnold ... The British have 
got him completely fooled ... He is nothing 
but a Popinjay — a stuffed doll.’ 
Montgomery, whom he initially respected, 
fell out of favour when he began competing 
with Patton as a prima donna in the news 
headlines. ‘A tired little fart,’ he then decided. 
Alexander, his first C-in-C, fared no better, a 


distant rather aristocratic figure, he thought, 
and somebody who took little notice of 
Patton’s own highly intelligent tactical argu- 
ments. ‘He has an exceptionally small head,’ 
he sneered, ‘that may account for things.’ 
Mark Clark and Omar Bradley who were his 
peers, he- envied because they might get 
ahead of him (and they did). ‘I wish some- 
thing would happen to Clark,’ he confided to 
his diary. As for Bradley, ‘the tent maker’ as 
he called him, he was ‘a man of great 
mediocrity.. There was only one General 
that Patton respected, the US Chief of Staff, 
the four star General George C Marshall. 
This was not surprising for if there was an 
eminence grise in the US Army, Marshall 
was it. He was considered far too important 
to be Supreme Commander in Europe, and 
President Roosevelt himself was in awe of 
him, asking through an intermediary whether 
he might address his Commanding General 
as ‘George’. He received the austere reply: ‘It 
would be utterly out of character for me.’ 
The writer Constantine Fitzgibbon, at that 
time a British staff officer with Bradley’s 
12th Army Group HQ, relates how 
Eisenhower brought Marshall down to meet 
the field Generals — Bradley and his two 
army commanders, Hodges and Patton. 
Informality was normally the scene — ‘Ike’ 
and ‘Brad’, ‘Courtney’ (Hodges) and 
‘George’ — but Marshall was ‘Sir’ to all of 
them, and when Ike finally asked: ‘Have you 
any questions, Sir?’ Marshall turned on 
Patton, and asked him where his nearest 
railhead was for supply. (At the time 
Patton’s Armoured Divisions were streaking 
across France on an average of 20-30 miles 
a day). 
Patton, his high-pitched voice more squeaky 
than usual, pointed at the large scale map, 
and said: “Gee, Sir, it’s somewhere about 
here, Sir,’ and pointed vaguely. Marshall was 
unimpressed: ‘General Patton, do you or do 
you not know where your main railhead is?’ 
To quote Fitzgibbon who was present, 
Patton, ‘as crestfallen as a housemaid caught 
with a valuable but now broken teapot in her 
hand, by a strict mistress’, answered: ‘No, 
Sir I don’t.” Marshall’s reply was that of a 
headmaster chiding an errant prefect: 
‘General Patton, you are commanding an 
American army overseas. I expect American 
army commanders to know the location of 
their main railhead. You may sit down.’ 
Certainly cowed and _ possibly even 
frightened, Patton sat down. 
Patton began WW2 as a two star Major 
General in North Africa, taking command of 
the US II Corps, which had just taken a 
sound drubbing from Rommel’s Afrika 
Corps at the Kasserine Pass. Following a 
major defeat, and suffering from previously 
inept leadership, II Corps were in a low state 
of morale when they were struck with what 
seemed like a tornado in the person of 
George Patton. A stickler for discipline, 
proper dress and close order drill, he 
hounded everybody from Brigadier-General 
down to buck private, and within weeks had 
smartened them up to the point where every- 
one wore ties and leggings, and kept their 
steel helmets on, buckled under the chin. 
Patton frequently went out on his own, and if 
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Left (from top): a Lake 
Buccaneer amphibian 
taking off, moored on 
Southampton Water, 
and on dry land. This 
is used as a training 
aircraft. Above (from 
top). a French 
Canadair CL-215 
water bomber taking 
off, lined up at 
Marignane in the south 
of France, and 
dropping its six ton 
water ‘bomb’. It can 
scoop up six tons of 


water in a few seconds, 


take off, and drop its 
liquid ‘bomb’ on a 
forest fire in less than 
two seconds. Right: a 
closer view of the 
CL-215 which 
regularly fights fires. 
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Whether sinking U-boats in 


_modern-day forest fires, 
the flying boat has proved 
| itself a valuable workhorse. 

— But until recently it has 

: on a rare sight on British 
waters. Now the country’s 
first official training area 
tor seaplane pilots aims to 
renew interest in these craft 


World War Two, or fighting 


In many countries of the world, flying boats and 


seaplanes fulfil very important functions, 
whether it be fighting forest fires in the 
Mediterranean, or providing transport in remote 
areas inaccessible by road. But despite the fact 
that they proved their worth many times over in 
successful missions during World War Two, 
these impressively graceful craft are now a rare 
sight in British waters. In fact, there are only two 
seaplanes and a total of 14 amphibians currently 
registered in the UK. The problem has been that 
until very recently there have been no facilities 
for training seaplane pilots in this country. But 
now a stretch of the Medway, the Medway 
Marine Water Aerodrome has been licensed for 
such training, and is officially featured on 
navigation charts. This should help increase the 
enthusiasm for flying boats, and give more pilots 


the opportunity to ‘convert’ to seaplane flying, 
using training aircraft like the Lake Buccaneer. 
Training takes between six and ten hours flying 
time, as the pilot must have the skills of a sailor 
as well as a pilot. 

Obviously, steering on water is nowhere near as 
precise as on land, and there is the danger of the 
aircraft being blown onto the shore before it can 
take off. Taking-off takes longer than on land, 
and the pilot has to break the suction of the water 
on the floats. This is known as getting ‘up on the 
step’. Landing, too, can cause problems. The 
pilot has to make a ‘flatter’ landing on water, 
dropping down on the floats. But if the landing 
is underpowered, the aircraft just stops, and tips 
forward onto its nose. And if there is too much 
power, it will just bounce off the surface of the 
water. Pilots also have to read the water, the 
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speed of the tides, and the size of the waves. 
Two-foot waves can be enough to disrupt a 
landing and lead to ‘porpoising’ where the 
aircraft leaps up and down and the nose has a 
tendency to dig in. A seaplane or floatplane is a 
standard aircraft which has been fitted with floats 
to enable it to operate from the water, whereas a 
flying-boat is designed to land and take off from 
the water, and has a hull like a ship. Some of 
these can function on land as well, and they are 
known as amphibians. 

An amphibian in great demand for fighting forest 
fires in Europe is the Canadian-designed 
Canadair CL-215 water-bomber. More than 100 
are operated in countries like Spain, Greece, 
Yugoslavia and France where one of the largest 
collections of active amphibians in Europe is to 
be found at Marseille’s Marignane airport. 


Originally designed as a water-bomber for the 
Canadian government, the Canadair skims over 
the surface of the water at 70mph, scooping up 
six tons of water in less than ten seconds. It then 
drops the water ‘bomb’ through two doors in the 
hull from 100feet. And it takes just 1.8 seconds 
to release the entire load, covering an area of 
1800 square feet. One of the most famous flying- 
boats is the Short Sunderland, and the only air- 
worthy example is now based on the south coast, 
near Southampton. Named Sir Arthur 
Gouge in memory of the plane’s brilliant 
designer, it is reputed to have cost its owner, 
Edward Hulton, nearly £1 million to keep in the 
air. It has now been fully restored. The Tiger 
Club of Redhill also has a floatplane. It is a 
Piper Super Cub which the club has owned since 
1967. It was converted into a seaplane with a pair 


of Edo floats from Switzerland, and last summer 
took to the water for the first time from a flooded 
sandpit near Rye in Kent. Their other floatplane, 
the Sea Tiger, is a converted 1941 Tiger Moth 
biplane. The RAF have no flying boats or 
seaplanes in current operation, but a Convair 
Catalina flying boat played a dramatic part in a 
scenario of incredible bravery during World War 
Two. As it cruised over the North Atlantic on 
routine patrol on the evening of July 17, 1944, an 
ominous blip appeared on the radar screen. That 
blip turned out to be a surfaced German U-Boat 
which opened fire on the Catalina. The plane's 
captain, Flt Lt John Cruickshank, descended 
from 1000 to 50 feet for a low-level attack, and 
opened fire with machine guns from 1000 yards, 
dropping depth charges as he flew over the sub, 
then climbed to 800 feet for another attack. As he 


Left, above and far 
right: a twin-engined 
Convair PBY-5A 
Catalina flying boat. It 
was bought in South 
Africa in 1984 
by two serving RAF 
pilots and a 
photographer, and 
flown back to Britain. 
It has since been 
overhauled and 
painted in the 
markings of Flight 
Lieutenant J A 
Cruickshank of No 210 
Squadron who won the 
V.C. while flying such 
a craft. Near right and 
below: a Piper Super 
Cub which was 
converted into a 
floatplane in 1984 by 
the Tiger Club of 
Redhill. 


came in for a second time, a shell exploded in the 
plane, killing the navigator instantly, and 
wounding Cruickshank and two other members 
of the crew. The windscreen was shattered, and 
fire broke out. But despite being wounded in the 
chest and both legs, Cruickshank pressed home 
the attack, dropping six more depth charges, and 
sending the U-Boat to a watery grave. But the 
aircraft's troubles did not end there. There was 
serious damage to the hull below the water line, 
the plane was out of service, and the fuel line was 
leaking. They were also five hours from their 
base at Sullom Voe in the Shetlands. Members of 
the crew dressed Cruickshank’s serious injuries, 
but despite the fact that he kept lapsing into 
unconsciousness due to loss of blood, he refused 
morphia so he could remain in charge as captain. 
When they reached base, Cruickshank insisted 
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Left: A view of the 
powerful engines of 


Edward Hulton’s Short 


Sunderland, Now 
named Sir Arthur 
Gouge in memory of 
the brilliant Short 
aircraft designer, it is 
the world’s only 
airworthy Short 


Sunderland. Near right 


(top and centre) and 


below: the Sunderland 


on the Thames by 
Tower Bridge. Above, 
far right, and near 
right (bottom): a Sea 
Tiger. Originally a 
standard 194] Tiger 


Moth, it was rebuilt as 


a seaplane with floats 


back in 1963. 
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on being helped back into his seat for the landing. 
As soon as the aircraft hit the water it started to 
sink, so Cruickshank opened up the throttle, and 
drove it right up onto the beach. When medical 
officers boarded the plane, they found 
Cruickshank had collapsed, and they had to give 
him an emergency blood transfusion before he 
could be removed from the plane and taken to 
hospital, where it was discoverd he had 72 
individual wounds, mainly to his chest and legs. 
For his bravery he was awarded the Victoria 
Cross on September Ist, 1944. As a tribute to Fit 
Lt Cruickshank, a similar Catalina flying boat 


which has recently arrived in the UK has been 


painted in the markings of his aircraft. It was 
purchased by two serving RAF pilots and a 
photographer in South Africa, and flown bgck to 
England for an overhaul and repainting. 
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Patton: the cowboy general 

continued from page 118 

he found offenders he would fine them on the 
spot $25 ($50 for officers) unless they 
wanted a court martial to show on their 
records. The men hated him, of course, but 
his methods worked. ‘When you hit their 
pocket-books,’ he said, ‘you get a quick 
response,’ 

The response was to put up a good perform- 
ance in the attack on the Mareth Line where 
II Corps acted as a buffer while 
Montgomery’s seasoned 8th Army finally 
drove the Afrika Corps out of North Africa. 
It was not a great victory for the Americans 
but II Corps acquitted itself well, and Patton 
could write proudly: ‘Not a single American 
soldier had given any ground.’ Before the 
engagement was over Eisenhower appeared 
and told Patton that he was to hand over II 
Corps to his second-in-command, Omar 
Bradley. Patton had been awarded a third 
star, and, now a Lieutenant-General, was to 
command the US Seventh Army in ‘Opera- 
tion Husky’ — the invasion of Sicily. 

Once again, Patton found to his disgust that 
his Seventh Army was assigned a subsidiary 
role, protecting the flank of Montgomery’s 
Eighth Army which was aimed at the 
ultimate goal — the port of Messina, the 
jumping off spot for an invasion of the 
Italian mainland. Alexander, quite 
understandably, was giving the prime role to 
experienced troops of Eighth Army, and still 
had doubts about the comparatively raw 
American troops. Montgomery ran into the 
toughest opposition around the natural 
obstacle of the extinct volcano, Mt Etna, 
while Patton was romping around in the 
central and western parts, against slight 
resistance, taking Palermo and Marsala in 
his stride, then turning eastward along the 
northern coast towards Messina. 

There he began to find the kind of resistance 
that Montgomery was encountering but all 
the same sneaked in to Messina a little ahead 
of Eighth Army to get the kind of press cutt- 
ings that all American generals were longing 
for. And then, just when things were looking 
fat and sassy for George S Patton, he fouled 
everything up with the ‘slapping incidents’. 
There were two, one of which has been 
recounted. Initially, everyone tried to hush it 
up. The first to hear of it was Bradley, then a 


Corps commander and Patton’s junior; he 
decided to keep mum. Then it got to the ears 
of Alexander, who decided it was an internal 
American problem, and no business of his. 
Finally, it reached Eisenhower who also 
decided to lock the report in his safe, and 
take no action. In the end it was a journalist 
who broke the news. A radio broadcaster, 
Drew Pearson, a very influential media man 
of the day, broke the whole story, and nearly 
finished Patton’s career in the process. 
Certainly he was removed of command of 
Seventh Army after being instructed to 
apologise personally to the two soldiers he 
had slapped, and to the staff of the two 
Evacuation Hospitals where the incidents 
occurred. The strangest thing is that Patton, 
a career cavalryman, could not really com- 
prehend what he had done, what any fresh 
Second Lieutenant out of West Point knew; 
that you do not strike a soldier; especially a 
sick soldier; and especially when he is in 
hospital. 

General Patton sulked in his tent in the 
agricultural hinterland of Sicily while 
General Jacob Devers, another man he 
despised, took over the role that he might 
have filled — to head ‘Operation Anvil’, the 
invasion of Southern France. But before 
‘Anvil’ there was to be ‘Overlord’, the inva- 
sion of Normandy, and to his vast satisfac- 
tion Patton was summoned back to the UK 
along with a steady stream of combatants of 
all ranks who were vacating the 
Mediterranean area to join in the massive 
build up for the Second Front. 

Once again Patton was to have an initially 
secondary role. He found that his erstwhile 
deputy, Omar Bradley, was to lead the 
American side of the assault while he was 
quartered in a draughty old mansion, Peover 
Hall, near Knutsford in Cheshire, waiting for 
his new command, the US Third Army, to 
arrive from America. Although it seems 
likely that Patton never knew it at the time, 
he was being used as part of an elaborate 
and highly successful deception plan to con- 
vince the Germans that, even after the Nor- 
mandy invasion, the landings there were 
merely a feint to draw off enemy divisions 
from the Pas de Calais area where the real 
thrust would come later across the shortest 
distance between the two countries. 

Patton, as a brilliant tactical commander, 


‘Get me the police!’ 


was now known to German Intelligence in 
the same way that Rommel was known to 
the British, and there were certainly 
references in German _ Intelligence 
memoranda to a totally nonexistent 
‘Armeegruppe Patton’, building up in eastern 
Kent. 

While training his Third Army for its role in 
France, Patton twice became involved in 
scandalous episodes. The first one involved 
atrocities committed in Sicily when two 
officers captured 43 German soldiers, lined 
them up against a wall, and murdered them 
with machine guns. In their defence they 
maintained that their General had ordered 
them to kill prisoners. Knowing Patton’s 
bloodthirsty sentiments in off-the-cuff pre- 
invasion speeches, one may assume that he 
said something like, ‘We are out to kill the 
sons of bitches,’ but it is hardly realistic to 
consider that any soldiers, let alone officers, 
really thought that this could be construed as 
orders, and it seems likely that the culprits 
were clutching at any straw to save 
themselves. 

The other case is really quite funny. Asked 
by the Knutsford WVS to open a ‘Welcome 
Club’ for American officers, he launched off 
into an ad-lib speech before the assembled 
ladies. He managed to avoid four letter 
words but still got the authentic ‘Blood ’n’ 
Guts’ flavour. ‘The only welcoming I’ve been 
doing,’ he started, ‘is welcoming Germans 
and Italians into hell. I’ve done quite a lot in 
that direction, and I’ve got about 177,000 of 
them so far. He finished up by lying 
heroically (because he despised English 
women) when he said: ‘The sooner our 
soldiers write home, and say how truly lovely 
the English ladies are, the more jealous the 
American dames will become, and thus force 
the war to a successful conclusion.’ He 
ended on a truly Pattonian note: ‘Then I can 
have a chance to go and kill the Japanese.’ 
He sat down to prolonged applause. 

There was just one small blunder in the 
middle which the journalists present seized 
upon. While agreeing with Bernard Shaw — 
Patton was extremely well read — that 
England and America were separated by a 
common language, he said: ‘The idea of 
these clubs could not be better, because it is 
undoubtedly our destiny to rule the world, 
we British, American and, of course, Russian 
people.’ The last words about the Russians 
were added sotto voce, and either unheard or 
deliberately ignored by American 
correspondents, although British pressmen 
reported them faithfully. 

The result was a further media storm with 
Patton once more in the doghouse, a situa- 
tion which he rode out with contemptuous 
indifference. All the same it was a bad time 
for him, and it was lucky that his old friend 
and West Point classmate, Everett Hughes, 
was now around and providing Patton with a 
shoulder to cry on. 

Hughes was also a confidant of Eisenhower 
who took him onto his staff with a kind of 


‘TOving commission as his ‘eyes and ears’. As 


a result Hughes could always find time to go 
off and see Georgie, talking and drinking 
into ‘the weesome hours’, and fortunately for 
posterity, Hughes was a tireless, copious and 
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Here’s what we said about Nina when she appeared in Vol 16 No 6. 


NINA 


HOTOGRAPHED BY SIWER OHLSSON 


Looking at the sophisticated beauty of Nina Pickersgill, it is 
hard to imagine that this attractive 19-year-old began her 
modelling career outside the public conveniences in 
Beckenham High Street. She was asked by the Becken- 
ham Journal to pose with an exotic cocktail in front of a 
palm: tree which had been planted outside the conveni- 
ences. ‘Someone had noticed me.in a local beauty contest.’ 
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Flushed with pride, so to speak, after her first assignment, 
Nina went on to pose her striking 36-24-36 figure for 
amateur photo clubs, where her charms tended to distract 
members from the job in hand. ‘I didn’t enjoy that much 
because they tended to ogle me, and | noticed that their 
Cameras did shake rather a lot. | was a bit embarrassed. 
But it is different with a professional lensman like Siwer 
Ohlsson.’ When Siwer was introduced to Nina he recog- 
nised her great potential and whisked her away to the 
Canary islands for a week — a far cry from Beckenham 
High Street. Nina would like to pursue a career in model- 
ling, but she hopes one day to make a name for herself in 
show-business. ‘| would enjoy doing acting and singing. 
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Nina was born in Croydon, but 
now lives in Orpington. From the 
age of five until she was 13, Nina 
went to a boarding school which 
she disliked at first but grew to 
enjoy until she was eventually 
sad to leave. ‘It was a lonely 
place and | felt cut off. When | 
left | had trouble with simple 
things like getting a train or 
catching a bus. After the 
boarding school, Nina went to 
Hawes Down comprehensive in 
West Wickham, but left before 
her 16th birthday to train to be a 
hairdresser. She has now 
returned to hairdressing and 
works at Trimmers in Bromley, 
but before that she worked for a 
spell for racetrack catering com- 
panies with her mother. ‘| met all 
sorts of people from the top hat 
and tails brigade at Ascot to the 
brown ale type. But both ends of 
the social scale would tip me. In 
turn we'd tip Nina as one of 
those models who will succeed. 
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invariably amusing diarist. The diaries were 
never published but the writer, David Irving, 
had access to them, and many quotations 
appear in his The War Between the Generals 
(Allen Lane, London, 1981). As a result one 
gets a witty account from a close chum of 
Patton’s progress in the climactic years of 
his career. 

It was Hughes who noted at this stage that 
Patton had a nasty infection on his upper lip, 
at which Georgie quipped back: ‘After all the 
ass kissing I have to do, no wonder I have a 
sore lip.’ And he fell for Hughes’ girlfriend, a 
WAC on his (Hughes’) staff, chivalrously 
cloaked with just the initials JP in the diaries, 
but not presumably exempt from Hughes’ 
less than chivalrous definition of a WAC in 
general: ‘A double-breasted GI with a built 
in foxhole.’ 

There is plenty of inference that the two 
Generals shared JP’s favours — and also that 
both of them were terrified their wives would 
find out. Not that General Patton needed 
any help from General Hughes when it came 
to marking up a score with the opposite sex. 
His niece, Jean Gordon, a beautiful girl, just 
about as old as his own daughter, came over 
to Europe from Boston as a ‘Red Cross 
doughnut girl’, and found frequent 
opportunities to be with her Uncle George. 
Patton used her as a hostess at his luncheon 
and dinner parties at Claridges or the Ritz; 
they jabbered together in fluent french to the 
amazement of their guests, and to the puzzle- 
ment of Everett Hughes who wondered 
about the relationship. Eventually it was 
made clear to him by George on his way to 
Mass one Sunday morning when he said in a 
tone, more boastful than repentent, ‘She’s 
been mine for 12 years.’ 

Hughes also gleefully noted that later when 
Patton took a well-deserved leave in London 
from the Continent, he took nine condoms 
with him, and reported on arrival back at his 
HQ that he had scored four times in three 
days. Patton went on to say that a busy man 
in his line of work was obliged to pass up 
some obvious opportunities, but was clearly 


proud to report the number he hadn't passed 
up. He knew the exact total: 171! 

Patton’s new Third Army arrived in Nor- 
mandy just one month after D-Day on July 
6, 1944. It was nearly a month before they 
were activated but when they were, Patton 


saw his big chance, and seized it. With 


Montgomery’s two armies stalled in front of 
Caen, but drawing off the élite Panzer divi- 
sions, Bradley’s two armies were offered the 
chance of a break out. Hodges’ First Army 
smashed its way through Avranches onto the 
Brittany Peninsula, and Patton followed 
through with his four Corps commanders 
fanning out right the way round from due 
west, through south to due east. 

Unlike the Normandy bocage country, these 
areas were open farmlands, flat, level and 
ideally suited to the deployment of armour. 
Always a gambler, but most times a lucky 
one, Patton sent his armoured divisions 
surging off in all three directions, bypassing 
strongpoints of resistance which he con- 
sidered could be mopped up later, and expos- 
ing his flanks and lines of communication in 
quite reckless fashion. Time and again 
Divisional commanders protested: ‘But my 
flanks, General?’ Patton told them not to 
worry: ‘If anything develops — and it won’t — 
our tactical Air will know before you do, and 
will clobber it.’ Then a manly clap on the 
shoulder: ‘Get going now. Let the enemy 
worry about his flanks. I'll see you up there 
in a couple of days.’ 

And he was lucky, for German resistance 
was all concentrated against Montgomery 
around Caen where the enemy most feared a 
breakthrough, and Patton’s armour was free- 
wheeling through Brittany, and, more 
important, charging eastwards deep into the 
centre of France against minimal resistance. 
His VIII Corps took Le Mans on August 8, 
and suddenly there was a chance of encirc- 
ling two entire German armies, and sealing 
them in a pocket where they could be 
annihilated at leisure. Montgomery’s two 
armies, Dempsey’s British Second and 
Crerar’s Canadian First, had finally blasted 


their way through Caen, and were pushing 


ahead to seal off the pocket from the north, 


‘Now, before we take off, does anybody have to go potties?’ 


and join up with the Americans moving up 
from the south. Patton, drunk on the heady 
wine of rapid advance, got to Argentan, the 
agreed meeting place, first, and pleaded with 
Bradley to allow him to push ahead and seal 
the gap. ‘Let me go on to Falaise,’ he said, 
‘and we'll drive the British back into the sea 
for another Dunkirk!’ (a remark which must 
have endeared him further to the two top 
British Generals, Brooke and Montgomery, 
both of whom had got out of France that 
way in 1940). But eventually the Falaise 
pocket was closed with German resistance in 
France crumbling. 

Allied armour raced up through northern 
France towards the Low Countries with 
Patton out on the eastern flank pushing deep 
into Lorraine, and heading for the nearest 
German objective, the Saar. 

It was around this time when he adopted 
what he called the ‘Rock Soup’ method of 
tactical exploitation. The expression is best 
explained by Patton himself in parable form. 
A tramp knocked up a farmer’s wife, and 
asked for some boiling water to make a rock 
soup. She was intrigued, and gave him water 
in a pot and he placed two stones in it. While 
it was heating up he asked for a few 
vegetables to add a little flavour, and when it 
was bubbling merrily he asked for some 
meat, ending up with a nourishing stew. In 
other words, when Patton wished to go his 
own way in defiance of orders, he would 
pretend he wanted to make a reconnaissance 
while in fact mounting a full scale attack, 
then reporting that his recce needed 
reinforcements, and finally getting reluctant 
official blessing for the manoeuvre he had 
planned from the outset. 

This ploy was used several times, and on at 
least one occasion, Bradley tacitly agreed to . 
support him, saying that he would not be 
available at his HQ if Eisenhower or 
Montgomery called up to find out what was 
going on. But for all these shenanigans, 
Patton’s Third Army was finally stalled in 
front of the sizeable objective of Metz 
because they had run out of fuel. ‘My men 
can eat their belts,’ he snarled over the phone 
to Bradley, ‘but my tanks have gotta have 
gas.. The back-up system, still taking 
delivery through the Normandy beach head, 
was no longer capable of supplying four 
armies, each of whom required one million 
gallons of petrol a day as a prime requisite. 
Angry arguments followed between all the 
Generals about who should have priority for 
supply, with a harrassed Eisenhower trying 
to keep the peace while the most vehement of 
his subordinates — Montgomery and Patton 
— vied with each other in advancing theories 
why they should get the allocation necessary 
to make a thrust towards the Ruhr (Monty) 
or the Saar (Georgie). In the end 
Montgomery won out with approval for his 
uncharacteristically daring ‘Operation 
Market Garden’, the Arnhem affair. ‘To hell 
with Monty,’ snorted Patton into his diary, ‘I 
must get so involved in my own operations 


. that no one can stop me.’ A good example of 


vintage rock soup. 

It was while he was still in a vile temper, 

trying to find underhand ways and means of 

taking Metz, that Hitler intervened with his 
turn to page 146 
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Humour by 
Mike Gerrard 


A bird in the hand is worth a slap in the face, 
but I can think of better ways to chat up girls. 
So here’s my handy guide to winning over the 


women without danger of being embarrassed 


It’s the question to which everybody 


| requires an answer — how can I successfully 


pick up girls? Well there are some who 
would immediately reply, ‘Have you tried 
the Fireman’s Lift?’ and any violence that 
ensues, serves them right. No, that is not 
the solution unless you are planning to use 


it to carry the girl into the bedroom. The-*|. 


answer you need, requires advice from an 
experienced source. Congratulations, you 
have found it, and I am generously about 
to share my great wisdom. 

This brief article will tell you all that you 
need to know, entirely free of charge. The 
first step, which people surprisingly forget, 
is that you must get yourself into a place 
where you're likely to meet girls. This may 
sound elementary, but I have a friend who 
I shall refer to as Dave (although his real 


. Don't kid yourself she fancies 
you, when she’s been snogging 
with your rival for an hour... 


name is John), and he is forever bemoan- 
ing the fact that he never seems to meet 
any women. This is not surprising, as his 
chances of meeting women while sat in his 


own living room every night watching tele-. 


vision are about as low as a centipede’s 
winkle. As another friend, Brian, said to 
him as he dragged him out to the pub, 
‘Look, son, no-one’s going to come down 
your chimney with a Black Magic box.’ 

Now Brian could serve as a shining 
example to us all. He so seldom spends a 
night at home that he still hasn’t filled in his 
census form. Girls do not merely fall into 
his lap. One night at the Hammersmith 
Palais he was turned down 23 times in 
succession. But was he downhearted? Yes, 
of course he was, but it didn’t prevent him 
asking a 24th girl to dance and coming up 
with a Polish nurse who did more night 
duty that evening than she’d done in a long 
time. When last heard from, Brian was 
learning some very basic Polish while Dave 
was still at the Palais waiting for him to 


How to pull a bird without 


your Luck 


come back from the gents. There is a 
lesson there for everyone. 

You don’t have to go to the local Palais, of 
course, though at least at a dance-hall or 
disco you can approach young ladies with- 
out having to worry about it. Unless, that 
is, you are like Dave, who sits at a table 
eyeing girls from a great distance on the 
grounds that if you don’t ask then you 
don’t get turned down. He sits there 
making remarks like, ‘I think that blonde 
in the red dress fancies me.’ 

‘Don’t be a cretin,’ you try to tell him, 
‘She’s been sat on that bloke’s knee with 
her tongue down his throat for hours.’ 
‘Yeah.’ Dave replies, ‘But I don’t think she 
likes him really. I think she fancies me. Do 
you think she fancies me?’ 

An easy place for picking up girls is the 
pub. I know that several of my female 
friends are not averse to nipping in on their 
own for a quick drink, and would be quite 
susceptible to a bit of chatting up at the 
same time, especially if another drink was 
on offer as well. It is, however, still up to 
you to do the chatting up, as even these 
liberated ladies would draw the line at 
wandering over to a bloke on his own and 
saying, ‘Hello darling, can I buy you a pint 
of Guinness?’ We are not in the nine- 
teenth century any longer, and it is no good 
you standing there fiddling with the Space 
Invaders machine and hoping someone will 
come along who can introduce you to the 
beautiful vision in the corner. It won't 
happen. Why not go over to the juke box 
and halfway through your selection ask her 
if there’s anything she’d like you to play. If 
she says, ‘Yes. Play dead, you creep,’ then 
it’s safe to assume she’s not interested. 

You must be bold, though. Don’t forget 
the old story of the guy who used to 
wander round the West End handing out 
cards to girls he fancied. The cards bore his 
phone number with the message, ‘If you 
want a good time in bed, ring me.’ Nine 
times out of ten he got his face slapped. 
The tenth time his phone rang. So be opti- 
mistic. If you’re having a drink and you see 
a nice-looking girl sat on her own, don’t 


automatically assume that she must be 


waiting for someone. Tell yourself she’s 
been waiting all her life for you, though for 
goodness sake don’t go over to her and say 
that. You are not Humphrey Bogart, let’s 
face it. Just ask her if you could buy her a 


drink, and if she is waiting for someone 
then she’ll tell you. There may be the odd 
occasion when that someone she is wait- 
ing for arrives at her table about five 
seconds after you do, and he turns out to 
be 25 stone of quivering jealousy. But 
look on the bright side: a broken nose is 
so rugged and a hospital is just teeming 
with single girls. 

If not the Palais or the pub, then you can 
bump into girls anywhere. And I mean that 
literally. I bumped into my girlfriend in a 
bookshop, where she was casting an eye 
over the best-sellers and I was casting an 
eye over her. A casual bump of the should- 
ers neatly dislodged Graham Greene from 
her hands and gave me plenty of chance to 
apologise. This technique, however, is not 
recommended at the Safeway’s egg 
counter. Do try and be subtle about it, too. 
If you see a girl on the other side of the 
street then she is unlikely to be impressed 
if you go rushing over and scythe her down 
as if you were a second Nobby Styles. Smile 
at her instead, apologise for stopping 
her but say that you thought she was so 
beautiful you couldn’t just let her pass 
by and out of your life forever. If she 
smiles, then offer to buy her a drink; if she 
collapses into fits of laughter through 
which the muffled word ‘pathetic’ can be 
heard, then turn up your coat collar and 
walk quickly away; and if she says, ‘It’ll 
cost you ten pounds, dearie,’ then better 
luck next time. 

At a party it’s quite permissible to ap- 
proach an unaccompanied young lady and 
ask her if she’s enjoying herself. There is 
no need to go into a dithering twitch or 
down two pints of scotch before you can 
pluck up courage. Look at it this way, the 


worst she can do, the absolute worst, is to 
yell at the top of her voice, ‘Piss off you 
spotty cretin, and take your smelly hand 
off my tit!’ Well, let’s look at it another 
way, she may actually smile and say, ‘I’m 
quite enjoying it, how about you?’ The 
latter remark is much more likely than the 
former, isn’t it? Unless of course you have 
put your smelly hand on her tit, in which 
case her remark is positively subtle com- 
pared to your behaviour. 

Some men spend hours agonising over 
what to say, when the simple remark is 
often the best. Others have one tried and 
tested approach line, and stick with it for 


Always be prepared for a tactful retreat if her 


boyfriend suddenly puts in an appearance... 


life. This is not necessarily to be recom- 
mended, though. If you think the height of 
the sophisticated chat-up was that moment 
in The Likely Lads when Terry Collier 
sauntered over to a girl and said, ‘Can I do 
your washing for you for three weeks?’ 
then I’m afraid there’s little hope for you. 
If you have been using that line since the 
mid-1960s, and wondering why you 
haven't had any success with it since 1969, 
then don’t you think it’s about time you 
changed it? I’m afraid we older ... or 
rather, more mature men, have to face up 
to the sad but true fact that half the attrac- 
tive young girls these days have never even 
heard of Terry Collier — good grief, some 
of them have never even heard of the 
Beatles. So your chances of getting off with 
a 17-year-old Danish au pair girl by refer- 
ring to a 20-year-old commercial for soap 
powder have to be described, I’m afraid, as 
less than good. In fact you have about as 
much chance as Manuel has of becoming a soup 
waiter at a five star luxury hotel. 

Similarly, ‘Do you come here often?’ is un- 
likely these days to have women rolling:on 
the floor in appreciation of your ready wit. 
If they are guffawing with laughter, it can 
only be because someone dumb enough to 
try that line has probably forgotten to do 
up his flies as well. 

If your object is to have girls rolling on the 
floor — and if times are really bad then I 
suppose fits of laughter is better than 
nothing — then you have to be a little more 
original than that. If introduced to some- 
One at a party and told that she 1s a solici- 
tor, don’t smirk into your vol-au-vent and 
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ask if she’s done any soliciting lately. She 
has probably heard that so many times that 
she will feel compelled to insert her 
sausage roll into your nearest available ori- 
fice. Nor is a lady intelligent enough to 


have a law degree likely to be impressed - 


by, ‘Hey, gorgeous, show us your briefs 
then!’ Times have changed, and what 
worked in the schoolyard no longer 
applies. Engage her in sophisticated con- 
versation, elicit her opinion on whatever 
case is currently in the headlines, invite her 
to explain the Law of Perpetuity to you, 
and then ask her to show you her briefs. 

Be yourself, too, that is another important 
rule. No need to boast about your Alfa 
Romeo if all you have is a clapped-out 
Ford Popular, as she may ask to see it one 
day. This applies to any other boasts you 
might be inclined to make, too. Nor -is 
there any need to exaggerate about your 
work. Don’t tell her you’re a stunt man if 
you really sell surgical appliances for a 
living; don’t claim to be Sean Connery’s 
stand-in if in fact you work the bacon slicer 
at the Co-op. With the cost of living these 
days, her eyes are more likely to light up at 
the prospect of half a pound of cheap 
streaky, though this reasoning can hardly 
be extended to trusses, I admit. 

Do take a little trouble with your 
appearance, too. If you aren’t having too 
much success and yet know that you’re not 
hideously repulsive, then perhaps the 
answer lies in your dress: you shouldn’t be 
wearing one. Nor should you go round ina 
suit that looks like one Patrick Moore gave 


Picking up women does not refer to the use of the 


Fireman's Lift, unless you are desperate... 


If one of your funny stories goes down better than expected, always remember to check your flies . . . 


to a jumble sale. And don’t leave the rem- 
nants of your last three meals dribbling 
down your tie and lapels, or wear a shirt so 
filthy you could grow runner beans in it. 

Perhaps you are impeccably dressed, but 


have problems with being a little shy and 
tongue-tied. If that’s the case, then you 
should do what I used to do during those 
awkward and nervous adolescent years: on 
the night before a date, I would jot down 
on a little piece of card various possible 
topics of conversation and keep this in my 
breast pocket. If the silences got too much 
then I’d simply nip to the gents and mug up 
on a few questions I could ask. One night I 
went out with an extremely quiet nurse, 
though, and things got so bad we ended up 
considering the possibility of my having a 
bladder infection; but at least it was some- 
thing to talk about. Gradually shyness dis- 
appears, but if you are worried then why 
not try that little trick? After all, it works 
for Michael Parkinson and just look at 
some of the women he gets to talk to. 

A final piece of advice, though, is that 
you mustn’t be put off by the fear of rejec- 
tion. Strange as it may seem, nature has 
arranged it so that men and women are 
around in roughly equal numbers, so for 
every chap who’s wondering how he can 
pick up a girl, there’s a girl wondering how 
she can be picked up by a chap. It’s up to 
you to get together. Even the most attrac- 
tive girls sometimes find it hard to meet 
men. I once knew a striptease dancer who 
put an ad in the Lonely Hearts columns, 


‘and there’s a fair chance that at least one 


of the girls in this month’s Mayfair is cur- 
rently without a steady boyfriend. 

So get out there where the girls are, and 
remember the example of Brian. Like’ 
Robert Bruce and the spider, ‘If at first you 
don’t succeed, then try, try again.’ And if 
after twenty-four refusals you find your- 
self with not a Polish nurse in sight . . . well, 
there’s always the Fireman’s Lift. @ 
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PHOTOGRAPHED BY MAURICE VANSON 


Props and clothes courtesy of Laurence Corner of Hampstead Road London NW1. 


Thursday June 19 1952: 

It's two days now since | joined the 
4088th, said to be the most out- 
rageous MASH unit in Korea. And this 
evening is the first chance I've had to 
write my diary. If it’s not work, it’s 
those two doctors Pearson and Hun- 
niford, better known,as Eagle-eye and 
PK, two of the horniest medicos out 
here. As soon as | arrived they were at 
it, coming out with the chat-up lines, 
touching me up, and trying to lure me 
back to their tent. They've already 
given me a_ nick-name — ‘Hotsie’. 
Imagine that, Major ‘Hotsie’ 
Hanrahan. It’s not exactly in keeping 
with military dignity. Still at least I’m 
safe here in my tent tonight. Or at least 
| think so. Somehow | keep getting the 
feeling that they are still up to their 
tricks. But they couldn't be peeking in 
on me here while | undress, could they? 


Tuesday June 24 1952 

They're still at it! This is my first after- 
noon free for a week, and already 
those sex-mad surgeons have been 
trying it on. Last night, Nurse Dixon 
said that she caught them hanging 
around outside mytentlookingvery sus- 
picious. They wouldn't dare spy on me. 
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Wednesday July 2 1952 

f At last, half an hour to myself before 
I'm back in theatre. Old Eagle-eye and 
PK are still on form. Today they voted 
f me ‘the Best Butt in Korea’, but | don't 
F mind. Besides, that Hunniford is rather 
dishy, and |-do agree that the best way 
to maintain army morale is to keep 
laughing. Hang on, diary, there's 
somebody moving by the tent flap. It’s 
those two again — they've been spying 
on me all the time! Well, guys if you 
reckon this is Korea's ‘Best Butt’ then 
have a look at it. Hmm, judging by the 
moans of pleasure outside that seems 
Fto have done the trick. Anyway, work 
calls. I'm coming, fellows, ready or not. 
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PUT 
LINDA 
LUSARDI 
BACK 
TOGETHER 


What better way to combat executive stress 
than by doing a jigsaw — especially when 
the subject is as sensual as the lovely Linda 
Lusardi. You can piece together the ex-Page 
Three Girl of the Year in her soaked white 
shirt again and again to form a ravishing 
picture measuring over 11 x 82 inches. 
Hand-cut and wooden-backed, our jigsaw 
recalls Linda's heyday, it’s over 100 pieces 
of history! An ideal fun present, our Linda 
Lusardi jigsaw costs just £2.50 (inc p&p). 
Order yours before they run out. 


ORDER: FORM 
To Mayfair Jigsaw Offer, 
6 Great James Street, 
London WC1N 3DA. 


Please send me 
jigsaws at £2.50 each. 
| enclose a cheque/PO for 
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astonishing Ardennes offensive which caught 
everyone on the hop. 

Montgomery was on a_ golf course, 
Eisenhower was drinking champagne at the 
wedding of one of his staff, and Bradley and 
Hodges were being tape-measured by a 
Belgian gunsmith for personal hand-built 
shotguns. And Patton, still in a foul mood, 
was prowling around the HQ of a divisional 
commander he was not particularly fond of. 
Tripping over the recumbent figure of a GI, 
he heard the man say: ‘Dammit you 
blockhead! Can’t you see I’m trying to 
sleep?’ There was a moment of stunned 
silence as Patton digested the remark, and 
the terrified GI realised to whom he had 
addressed it. Then Patton shouted: ‘Well, 
you're the first silly son of a bitch around 
this place that knows what he’s trying to do!’ 
But the Battle of the Bulge was to prove a 
major triumph for George Patton in the 
sense of the US Cavalry coming to the 
rescue, while Omar Bradley was in the 
doghouse for allowing the situation to arise, 
and Eisenhower as Supreme Commander 
having to share in the blame. Addressing a 
SHAEF (Supreme Headquarters Allied 
Expeditionary Force) conference at Verdun, 
Patton calmly informed the gathering that he 
would have three divisions on the move 
northwards within 24 hours to cut across the 
neck of the Bulge, and relieve St Vith and 
Bastogne where surrounded American 
troops were holding out. : 

This was a bold claim since changing direc- 
tion of attack through 90 degrees for the best 
part of an entire army was no small 
undertaking. A worried Eisenhower: asked 
whether the remaining elements of Third 
Army could hold von Rundstedt in the 
south. ‘Hold von Rundstedt?’ Patton replied 
cheerfully, ‘I'll take von Rundstedt, and 
shove him up Montgomery’s ass!’ | 
It was no steamrolling walkover, but Patton 
finally got through to Bastogne, partly with 
the help of vastly improved weather condi- 
tions which he had arranged. by personal 
intercession with the Almighty. (He ordered 
his senior chaplain to pray for better weather 
so that he could get tactical air support, and 
it worked). 

With the failure of Hitler’s Ardennes offen- 
sive, all Allied armies concentrated on 
reaching and crossing the last great natural 
barrier, the Rhine. Bradley summoned 
Hodges and Patton to his HQ, and had just 
finished making his dispositions for the 
immediate future when a British SHAEF 
officer came on the phone requesting certain 
divisions to be withdrawn to help out on 
another sector. For once the mild mannered 
Bradley lost his temper. “We would be giving 
up a sure thing for a side show,’ he shouted, 
and then, in a proper tantrum, said that if 
SHAEF wanted to wreck his operations they 
could do so, and be damned. Patton, stand- 
ing beside him, said in his most carrying 
voice: ‘Tell them to go to hell, and all three of 
us will resign. I will lead the procession.’ 
Bradley, now thoroughly worked up, carried 
on at length. ‘I trust you do not think I am 
angry, he concluded, “but I want to impress 
on you that I am goddam well incensed!’ As 


he slammed the phone down Patton and all 
the others gave him a standing ovation. 
Squabbles like this notwithstanding, all 
Allied armies reached the Rhine in March 
1945, and Montgomery planned a big set 
piece crossing on the 23rd, after a massive 
softening-up programme of artillery and air 
bombardment. But just as at Messina, 
Patton preempted him, capturing for himself 
all the limelight by ‘rock-souping’ a division 
across on the 22nd in a quiet sector. Next 
morning he phoned Bradley who choked 
over his breakfast coffee when he heard the 
squeaky voice saying: ‘Brad. For God’s sake 
tell the world we’re across. I want the world 
to know Third Army made it before Monty 
starts across.’ Next day when Montgomery 
made his much publicised crossing further 
north, Patton had himself paddled over, 
pausing only to urinate in the great stream 
with the pleased comment: ‘I have been 
looking forward to this for a long time.’ 

After that it was mopping up to the end of 
the war although there was still plenty of 
hard fighting. Patton finally got his fourth 
star (well after his rivals, Bradley and Clark), 
and conceived a dislike for the Russians he 
met, even more powerful than his Anglo- 
phobia; he was enormously pleased when he 
drank one Russian General under the table, 
and walked away from the scene. 

The end for him came ironically enough in a 
minor car accident on the way back from a 
day’s shooting in the country near 
Mannheim. The impact of the collision threw 
him forward, and the uninjured driver and 
the other passenger, Patton’s Chief of Staff, 
found that he was paralysed. On examina- 
tion at hospital he was found to have a 
broken neck — ‘condition critical, prognosis 
guarded’, as the doctors said. He might have 
survived, paralysed from the third vertebrae 
down — and one wonders how George 
Patton would have put up with that kind of 
existence — but pulmonary embolisms set in, 
and he died of heart failure on December 21, 
1945. 

Back in New York his beloved niece and girl- 
friend, Jean Gordon, told a fellow Red Cross 
worker: ‘I think it is better this way for Uncle 
Georgie. There is no place for him any 
more.’ But there was no place for her either. 
She committed suicide two weeks later. 


Patton’s faults have been dwelt on at length. 


His principal virtue was that he was a 
brilliant tactical leader with immense daring 
and panache who materialised on stage at 
precisely the right time, and in exactly the 
right place: one cannot help thinking about 
him in theatrical terms. There would be no 
room for a swash-buckling cavalry general 
of his type after World War Two, and, even 
in that conflict, he thought, not in strategic 
terms about the whole of the Allied effort, 
but only in terms of his own beloved Army 
and — to be quite honest — his own beloved 
self. But looked at from any angle, George 
Patton was a very considerable man who left 
an indelible mark on the history of World. 
War Two. It is fitting to close on one of his 
own favourite quotations from Pilgrim’: 
Progress. ‘So he passed over, and all the 
trumpets sounded for him on the other side.’ 
Surely some kind of Valhalla would have 
welcomed him? C4 


ye 
‘... Or perhaps you'd like to try our 
guaranteed-results course, Mrs Wilson?’ 
Health farm fanatics are divided into 
™s 


two groups, says cartoonist Brian Forbes, those trying 
to diet and others dying to try it 
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a? Mi f j in!’ 
"... Same exercise, only my way we both burn off those nasty calories. ‘Miss Morgan, you're exceeding your starch intake aga 
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‘Gentlemen, you appear to be taking a _ ‘In your case, Mrs Thorndyke, I think we should go for more than 
more than healthy interest in Miss Johnson’s progress!’ a redistribution of body weight...’ 


HIGH SUCRE CREM 
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‘And, of course, our policy is to make losing weight a natural and pleasant experience...’ 
149 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY LARRY CAYE 


‘Men have always admired my boobs, smiled Patricia 
Mason. ‘They jut out so much, you see. Yes, Patricia, we 
see, and have joined the ranks of the admirers of her 36-24- 
36 figure. ‘My boyfriend calls them my ‘twin torpedoes ‘,’ 
added Patricia with a laugh. ‘He's a petty officer in the Naw, 
and handles them all the time — torpedoes that is.’ But 21- 


year-old Patricia is more than just a pretty bust. She is one 

of the proprietors of a Plymouth shop selling jewellery and . 
small antiques. ‘Don't call it a gift shop, she insisted, ‘or 
worse still a junk shop..In fact we sell mostly oddities, 
everything from Victorian broaches to china chamber pots.’ Not 
surprisingly, Patricia also has an Honours degree in History. 


But don't imagine that Patricia is the 
sort of girl who lives in the past. If you 
were to see her bright red XR3 
crammed with the latest in in-car 
entertainment (complete with graphic 
equaliser, of course), you'd hardly 
imagine her in a shopful of Victoriana. 
Nor does her taste in clothes owe 
much to her historic forebears. ‘In the 
summer | wear very little — really tiny 
shorts and a short loose fitting top. 
You see | don't need a bra,’ she added. 
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Which brings us back to the subject of her boobs again. 
‘They were. self-supporting long before | was, Patricia 
laughed. ‘At school they used to joke that they could see my 
chest turn a corner long before my face. Even as a girl 


‘guide, | had a problem fitting into my uniform.’ Now she has 


pride in her proud breasts, and is happy for as many men as 
possible to be in a position to appreciate them. But isn't this 
a petty grievance for the petty officer? ‘Our relationship isn't 
that serious, she said sharply. ‘I’m sure he has a girl in 
every port, so why shouldn't | have more than one man?’ 
Now Queen Victoria wouldn't have been amused by that, 
would she? ‘True, but not all Victorians were prudes... 


ILLUSTRATION BY GRAHAM ALLEN ~° 
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By Bill Bryson 


| It has never been entirely clear whether it 


is wealth that makes people stingy or 
stinginess that makes them wealthy, but 
only rarely do you find one without the 
other. J Paul Getty, who before his death 
was probably the world’s wealthiest man, 
used to keep a pay phone in the hallway of 
his Surrey mansion to discourage guests 
from depleting his fortune even 
fractionally. 

His successor as the world’s wealthiest 
denizen, the reclusive American indus- 
trialist Daniel K Ludwig, who was so rich 
that he could stack his own dollar bills 400 
miles high if he felt so inclined, wore 25- 
year-old suits, didn’t own a car and once 
disciplined an employee for needlessly en- 
closing a paper clip with a piece of 
company correspondence. 

But such modest economies, touching as 
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made a million 
but wouldnt Apend 
& penny 


Whether dining on decaying 
sheep or haggling over the price 
of a suicide rope, history’s real- 
life misers often make Scrooge 
look like a spendthrift wastrel 


they are, scarcely qualify such men as 
Getty or Ludwig for the ranks of the true 
miser. For that it is necessary to undergo 
quite staggering deprivations — to wear 
shabby clothes, eat unpleasant food, go 
without warmth and spend long periods 
sitting in the dark. It may not sound a very 
appealing approach to life, but if you do 
sincerely want to be rich, yet are embar- 
rassingly short of entrepreneurial skills, it 
is a formula that seems to work. Misers 
never die poor. 

Take Daniel Dancer, the churlish 
eighteenth-century tightwad who pro- 
vided Dickens with the inspiration for 
Ebenezer Scrooge. Dancer was every bit as 
mean as his literary offspring but infinitely 
his superior in grubbiness. He made a 
religion of grubbiness and proved in the 
process that it is possible to become, quite 
literally, filthy rich. 

Dancer was born in 1716 at Pinner, 
Middlesex, the son of a noted miser from 
whom he inherited 80 acres of farmland 
and a passion for thrift. He lived with his 
sister, a woman of like tastes. Rather than 
waste wood on fires, they cooked just once 
a week and ate just once a day. The cost of 
cultivating his land so pained Dancer that 
he let it lie fallow and instead spent his 
days grubbing for sustenance on the heaths 
and common lands nearby. Old bits of rag 
would be snatched up to be made into 
clothes, pieces of manure stuffed into 
pockets and bones snatched from the 
mouths of growling dogs. A particularly 
memorable day in Dancer’s increasingly 
unattractive life came when he found the 
rotted carcass of a diseased sheep and 
dragged it home to his sister. They made it 
into a stockpile of mutton pies. 

Dancer and his sister led a life of serene 
and harmonious dereliction. It was only 
when the sister contracted a fatal case of 
pneumonia and had to retire to her bed of 
rags that their harmony was disturbed. The 
sister, seeing that the end was near, began 
to ask for something more substantive to 
eat than a single cold dumpling and even 
went so far as to feebly suggest that a 
doctor’s attention might not be out of 
order. Though fond of his sister, Dancer 
was hardly prepared to let a little thing like 
a terminal illness stand in the way of his 
principles and patiently tried to coax her 
into seeing reason. With disarming simpli- 
city he suggested to her: “You may as well 
die now as at any other time.’ 

To his presumed relief, the woman did 
eventually expire. Dancer was mortified to 
learn, however, that the ungrateful old cow 
had left her entire estate — some £2,000 — to 


a certain Lady Tempest, a neighbour. 
Needless to say, the appalled Dancer took 
the matter to court and explained his 
grievances with such convincing emotion 
that the judge awarded him two-thirds of 
the settlement. After his death, officials 
sorting through the detritus of Dancer’s 
home found £600 in a teapot and £3,000 
under a dungheap. In addition, Dancer had 
investments worth £10,000 - a small 
fortune by eighteenth-century standards. 
He left it all to Lady Tempest. 

Miserliness is a trait that seems to run in 
families. John Elwes, a contemporary of 
Dancer’s, inherited his miserly streak from 
his mother who took tightfistedness to its 
extreme and starved herself to death rather 
than dent even slightly. the £100,000 
fortune left her by her late husband. As if 
this weren’t enough, Elwes was also 
blessed with a miserly uncle of note, Sir 
Hervey Elwes, a man who, during the 
depths of winter, would pace briskly in the 
hall beating his arms rather than light a 
fire. 

A typical evening for Elwes and his uncle 
was to dine together on partridges — Sir 
Hervey ate nothing else since he could get 
them for free off his Suffolk estate — and 
afterwards repair to the study where they 
would share between them a single glass of 


wine and discuss the folly of an extrava- 


gant world. At bedtime they would grope 
their way to their rooms in the dark to save 
on lighting candles. 

From his uncle Elwes inherited a further 
£250,000 and a thorough disinclination to 
spend any of it. He wore a tattered wig that 
he found lying in a muddy rut in the road 
and refused to have his shoes cleaned for 
fear the action of polishing them should 
wear the leather out. Echoing his uncle, he 
would happily sit for hours in wet clothes 
rather than build a fire to dry them. Once 
he seriously injured both of his legs but put 
up only one for treatment. ‘I’ll take one 
leg,’ he instructed the doctor, ‘and you the 
other.’ 

In 1772 Elwes was invited to become a 
Member of Parliament and accepted, but 


he took scant advantage of this oppor- 
tunity for greatness. In three terms as an 
MP he spoke not one word and dismayed 
his supporters by sitting indiscriminately 
with any party among whom he could find 
a vacant seat. A prime motivation for his 
entrance into politics may have been the 


dinner invitations that public life brought. | 


He was a connoisseur of fine wines and 
French cooking — but only at others’ 
tables; at home he dined quite happily on 
putrid meat. Unlike his. contemporary, 
Daniel Dancer, Elwes allowed himself one 
extravagant weakness: he was a reckless 
gambler and often lost thousands of 
pounds at a single sitting. Even so, when he 
died in 1789 he left a fortune of £500,000. 

Almost certainly the most avaricious miser 
of all time, however, was neither English 
nor a man, but an American woman, 
Henrietta Howland Green, known to her 
few intimates as ‘Hetty’ and to the rest of 
the world as ‘The Witch of Wall Street’. 
Born in 1835 in Massachusetts, Hetty from 
an early age showed the ruthless deter- 
mination that would allow her to die, aged 


82, as the world’s wealthiest woman with a 
fortune in excess of $200 million. Not bad 
for a woman who was so mean that she 
would haggle over the price of day-old 
bread and once kept her family up half the 
night searching for a two-cent stamp that 
had been mislaid. 

When her father died in 1865 young 
Henrietta Howland inherited almost $6 
million, a sum that most young ladies, then 
or now, would consider ample. Not young 
Hetty. When an aunt died less than a 
month later and left her just $1 million, 
Hetty was outraged at the slight and took 
the will to court. The case dragged on for 
five years and Hetty lost it. 

The Green was added to her name when 
she married one Edward Green, a man ‘of 
some wealth himself, whom Hetty forced 
before the ceremony to sign a document 
disavowing any claim to her fortune. 
Finding Hetty an impossible woman to live 
with, Mr Green stayed only long enough to 
father two children before escaping to a 
more congenial life elsewhere. 

With her children Hetty moved to New 
York to manage her affairs. They lived in a 
succession of shabby apartments and 
furnished rooms. In a typical. place she 
shared the single bedroom with her 
daughter while her son Ned slept in the 
kitchen. Her pettiness could be quite 
staggering. After reading the morning 
paper she would send Ned out to resell it 
on the streets and once upon discovering 
that a chemist’s charge for medicine in- 
cluded five cents for the bottle, she 
returned home to get a bottle of her own. 
Hetty’s days were spent at the Seaboard 
National Bank on Broadway, where she 
was provided with a free desk: She kept up 
to $30 million in cash at the bank, but the 
executives of the Seaboard derived little 
satisfaction from her patronage. For one 
thing, her appearance was an embarrass- 
ment — she wore threadbare clothes, used 
old newspapers for underwear and only 
seldom bathed. Even her huge deposits 
were of no use to the bank. Since she might 
withdraw the money at any moment — 
something she frequently threatened to do 


157 


158 


— the money had to be kept liquid. ‘All it 
did was take up space,’ sighed one bank 
official. 

Her most ruthless instance of miserliness — 
and the one incident in her life that she 
genuinely seemed to regret — was when 
Ned, then nine years old, seriously injured 
a leg. At first she procrastinated about 
seeking help at all and finally, after 
dressing Ned up to look like an urchin, 
dragged him around a series of free clinics 
for the poor. By the time the boy received 
proper medical attention the damage had 
grown irreparable and eventually the leg 
had to be amputated. 

Hetty died in 1916 in an entirely fitting 
fashion. Learning that a friend’s cook was 
in the habit of using whole milk when 
skimmed would do, Hetty became literally 
apoplectic with fury, burst a cerebral blood 
vessel and sank into a semi-coma. Ned, 
rushing to New York to be at her side, 
hired nurses at a dollar an hour to attend to 
his mother; but since he knew that such 
profligacy would strike Hetty like a blow 
from a sledge-hammer he had them 
minister to the old woman in street clothes. 
Upon his mother’s death Ned began to 
dissipate the family fortune with the same 
enthusiasm that his mother had brought to 
amassing it. With somewhat unseemly 
haste he moved into a 16-room suite at the 
Waldorf-Astoria, hired a staff of fourteen 
young ladies to attend to his wants — all of 
them — had plans drawn up for a 60-room 
mansion, placed an order for the world’s 
largest yacht and married his mistress of 24 
years, a woman of uncertain background 
named Mabel. 

Between 1930 and 1936 Ned spent more 
than $10 million on jewellery and other 
amusements. His tastes, to put it mildly, 
were eclectic. His purchases during that 
period included a $50,000 chastity belt for 
Mabel, a diamond-studded chamber pot, a 


Packard with a toilet in the back seat, a 
Goodyear blimp which he kept moored to 
a tree at his home, $456 worth of jigsaw 
puzzles and a 14-foot-long whale’s penis, 
which he had erected — if that is the word — 
on a balcony of his Florida villa. When he 
began collecting stamps and coins — and his 
collection soon became the finest in the 
world — his approach was to walk into a 
shop, browse through the stock for a while 
and then buy it all — paying in cash from his 
wallet. He normally carried $200,000 in 
cash in his wallet and while travelling 


would shove up to $1 million more into ans} 


old shoe box, which he would tie up with 
string and send ahead by rail. 

In spite of his extravagances, the family 
fortune continued, inexorably, to grow. 
When Ned died in 1936 at the age of 67 it 
was impossible to put a figure on the size of 


the estate — how, after all, do you value a 
whale’s penis? What is certain is that 
officials clearing out his houses found 
whole binfuls of loose diamonds, rubies 
and sapphires and that the tax on his 
estate, $5,250,000, was the largest tax of 
any kind ever collected in Massachusetts 
and equalled all of the other inheritance 
taxes paid in the state throughout that year 
Apart from Hetty Green, the twentieth 
century has been sadly lacking in real 
misers. There was James Lenox, a con- 
temporary of Hetty’s, who felt so strongly 
about the spending of money that he is said 
to have died of apoplexy upon learning 
that August Belmont, his neighbour on 
New York’s Fifth Avenue, was in the habit 
of spending $20,000 a month on his 


wine cellar. oe 
There was also Samuel Tapon, a million- 


aire French miser, who decided to commit 
suicide after a minor business reversal and 
was so mean that he haggled with a local 
shopkeeper over the cost of the rope with 
which he hanged himself. (He succeeded, 
incidentally, in having a few centimes 
knocked off the price.) 

And there was the seventh Nizam of 
Hyderabad who in 1945 was worth about 
£400 million. The Nizam had 200 wives and 
200 limousines and so much wealth that at 
the outbreak of World War II he could 
personally contribute about £40 million to 
the British Exchequer. But he wore a 
shabby coat and shuffled about in tattered 
slippers, and always offered guests to his 
home exactly one cup of tea and one 
biscuit. Once they had gone, he would 
smoke the cigarette stubs that they had left 
behind and eat the biscuit crumbs. 

His greatest joy was the collection of 
baubles which he squirrelled away in his 
rooms and about which he was obsessively 
secretive. When he died in 1967 his family 
found mounds of money that had been 
gnawed through by rats and trunkfuls of 
pearls that had disintegrated for want of 
light and air. 

He was the last Nizam — and probably the 
last great miser. 


xual Attractant laced with phero- 
mones. . . aconcentrated formula that will make 
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lotion actually heats up when you blow on it! 

Code 15198 £6.95. 

OIL OF LOVE — The all-new sensuously slippery 
massage oil that will enhance your marathon love- 
making sessions. Code 14697 £7.95. 
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io” Vibro — An astonishing naturally contoured and detailed 10” late SATI 3 Fi = RS 


Your Invitation to 
the Sexual Adventure of a Lifetime! 


Order With Confidence... Over 15 years of Reliable, 
Efficient Service * Money Back Guarantee If Not Totally 
Satisfied * All Orders Discreetly Packaged © Your 
Name and Address Will Be Kept Totally Confidential 
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Kingsize 

The Ultimate Erotic 
Obsession 

If you like breasts by the 


bouncing armful, unfettered 
by bras, surrounded by satin, 
lace and frills, then this is 


: vibe that is guaranteed to provide deep body-quivering pulsations Extasx — A unique pleasure the big-tit mag for you! 
Code 05536 £12.25. giver that provides triple action Code 17660 £6.50. 
| Mr. Softee — Firm, yet supple, a new “‘rubber-like”’ material gives pumping, gripping, vibrating Shaved 


Mr. Softee an incredibly lifelike feel. Regular Code 12276 £8.95. delights. Code 07123 £19.95. 
Vibrating Model Code 12287 £12.95. 

Ebony Fill Er Up — This fantastic ebony pleaser is 8” long, 2” thick 
with a realistic latex vibrating shaft. Code 11776 £15.95. 

The 8” Realistic — So real and so lifelike she’ll never know the dif- 
ference! Individually handcrafted using a revolutionary new material 
that both reproduces every wrinkle and pore, and a feel so lifelike to the 
touch. Regular Code 14597 £32.95. Vibrating Model Code 22180 £39.95. 
Superslick — Made of a super, slick plastic coating, this 7” naturally- 
shaped vibrator will drive her wild. Code 13391 £9.95. 

Thoroughbred Vibe — Made of a high quality plastic, this 7” Super 
Deluxe vibe has a multi speed control and is supplied with batteries. 
Code 22160 £6.75. 

Kong Dong — A staggering 14” long, 3” thick latex variable speed 
vibe. Let’s face it — bigger is better — and this is the biggest! 

Code 11665 £23.95. 

Jelli Vibe — At last a vibrator with all the features you love best! 

Soft, Fleshlike, Flexible, this multi speed vibe is just irresistible. 

Code 15668 £12.95. 

Hot Stud — Vibrates, thrusts, rotates its head, and best of all. . . gets 


inflatable latex doll that’s always 


Deep Delight —Warm, Wet, and Code 24560 £6.50. 
Willing, this unique pleasure sleeve 
has a sensational flesh-like feel and 
a firm lasting grip. Complete with 
variable speed control and FREE 
lubricant. Code 15265 £29.95. 
Real Feel — A vibrating sleeve 
that is so REAL. . . so incredibly 
SOFT and MOIST that you’ ll think 
you’re in heaven! Just remarkable! 
Code 05433 £49.95. 

Wonder Doll — For The 


quality latex doll thatwill hold up Sweet Starlets 


Code 22520 £5.95. satisfaction. Code 14052 £24.95. Code 29200 £6.50. 


- 


OVELS 


ON y ee ied * 
‘ ; os From the first 


whiff of this 

magical men’s 

cologne, the 

special pheromone ingredient will get her 


SIGNATURE 


(lam over 18 years of age) 


ADDRESS 


given off by man during lust that both 
attracts and excites his female partner. You 
just cannot get this amazing seduction 
potion anywhere else . . . so send for yours 
today. 2 fl. oz. Code 00475 £9.75. 


POSTCODE 


rr gg ne This all-new US hot mag is a must 
Lovely Linda — A super lifelike for the guys who like it soft and 


ety smooth. Totally uncensored 
oat and ready. Code 06445 with explicit candid photos. 


Page after page of 


to 250 Ibs. Over 5’ tall with scented | Jam-packed with gorgeous youn 
lifelike skin. Code 24200 £59.95. starlets eager to show their firm 


Pink Lady — A soft, supple breasts and juicy thighs. Your 
hot to the touch for warm and wild action. Code 08453 £29.95. pink hm we He inanination vill sigh as 
Silky Smooth Vibe — A discreet slick and smooth 5” companion inner ribbed lips that will bring you ponder every page of these 
for unbelievable orgasmic pleasure, with a sensuous pink finish. you to new heights of sexual sensuous inviting beauties. 


Vital juices flowing! Pheromone is the scent | TT 


Latin Lovelies 
of the juiciest, loveliest dark 


Packed full of close-up un- 
censored photos in both 


our and black, 
Connoisseur Only! A superb high Code 27120 £5.95 @ 


A full-size 44 page masterpiece 
Latin thighs you'll ever find. 


SUPER GLIDE — This slippery, wet and WILD 
lubricant will never lose its Slide. Comes in an 8 oz. 
bottle. Code 22674 Only £7.75. 

SLIPPERY STUFF — Luxurious water-based 
lubricant specially formulated for long-lasting 
lubrication. 8 FL. Oz. Code 10926. Only £9.95. 

PROBE SEX LUBE — Remarkably slippery and 
sensuous lubricant designed to stay wet — utterly 
delightful! Code 24380 £9.95. 

JOY JELLY — A sensual fruit-flavored body 
gel that glides onto her skin easily and smoothly. 
Code 08276 £4.50. 

MAINTAIN — The new, unique delay formula 
that will show her you’re the best, and the hardest 
lover she’s ever had. Code 20080 £8.95. 

SLIK — It’s no ordinary lubricant, Slik stays 
slippery until removed. A Little goes a long way! 

Full 4 ozs. Code 12394 £6.95. 

MAXIMUS — Maximize your penis potential 
with this amazing cream. . . she'll never know how 
you keep going! Code 08575 £5.25. 

— For smooth, gentle entry this amazing 
sexual lubricant is made to perform like a woman’s 
natural lubrication. Code 13177 £4.95. 

ENDROS — attracts girls like an aromatic 
magnet! One whiff of this magical cologne will 
have them writhing with desire! FULL 2 Fl. Oz. 

Code 00475 £9.75. 


— Black & Beautiful 
Page after page of ebony silky-skinned 
beauties with luscious breasts and percolat- 
ing thighs. Our willing lovelies bare all in. 
F this page uncensored masterpiece of 
eae: ebony flesh. Code 29400 £6.50. 


- Become A Better Lover * How To 
Meet Girls Without Really Trying 
¢ How To Win With Women - 
These easy to read, easy to use 
guides will tell you how to 

meet and sleep with the 

women of your dreams 
* and more! This powerful 
book trio will teach you 
how to WIN A WOMAN’S 

MIND; HOW TO MEET GIRLS 
EASILY; HOW TO TURN A 

WOMAN ON and much much 
more! Don’t miss this sensational 
offer. Code 15099 £29.95. 


Legs, Legs, Legs 

A whole feast of lovely legs to wrap your- 
_, Selfup in. Packed with uncensored 
candid photos of luscious blondes and 
brunettes with delectable legs and 
thighs. Code 24720 £6.50. 


Penis Book (Not Shown) 

Dr. Dick Richards says, ‘““You can make 
yours bigger in just 6 weeks’’. Read the 
myths and facts about penis enlarge- 
ment in this all new ILLUSTRATED 
edition. Code 03189 £7.50. 


A 


‘: Th | | Please rush me the items listed below. | have enclosed my cheque or postal order plus 60p per item to cover 
This 6-book “steamy” set of classics will ae _. postage and handling. My order will arrive discreetly packaged and | may return it within 14 days for a refund 
make your bookshelves smoke. Rare, Biological wo or credit note or replacement if not totally satisfied. Overseas orders welcome — please add 20% to cover 
uncensored, totally wild and white hot, “Secret postage & handling costs. Please enclose my FREE catalogue and enter my name for all future issues. 48 
they waste no time in getting straight to Weapon” of the LATEST 
feverish, pounding action! These All-New Women PLEASE TYPE OR PRINT CLEARLY and BEST in 
US Imports are perfect for late night Can't E ND RO S NAME the Worid 

ee : 

stimulating reading! Code 12976 £23.95. Resist! of Erotica 
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PHOTOGRAPHED BY DONALD MILNE 


This is what we said about Linda Gray 
when she appeared in Vol 18 No 2. 


Without a shadow of a doubt 

Linda Gray has the kind of figure that 
men notice. Her sumptuous 
37-24-34 curves have been 
admired wherever she goes. It 

is not surprising then that when the 
fun-loving 21-year-old left 

college she had no trouble getting 
a job and Is now thinking of 

setting up her own business. What 
may seem unconventional is 
Linda's chosen career. She delivers 
kissing telegrams. For a 

small fee, Linda will turn up at 
somebody's house or local 

in one of a wide variety of highly 
revealing costumes to help 
celebrate your birthday with a series 
of smackers. Sadly Linda’s 

bosses won't let us tell you just 
where she performs this 

arousing service — it would be unfair 
on their competitors, but 

Linda says when she sets up her own 
business, she'll let us know. 
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‘l've always been a bit of a 
show-off, Linda told us, ‘so this job 
suits me perfectly. She was 

brought up in one of the grey mining 
villages in North Yorkshire 

but found the area too restricting 

for her outgoing personality. 

Not surprisingly, for some of her 
stunts for her new firm have 


been pretty outrageous. As 

well as the ‘kissograms’ that she 
often delivers in just a 

sequinned bikini, she has also sung 
rather raunchy birthday 

messages. ‘My ambition is to set up 
a ‘Strip-a-gram’ service 

or even a Touch-up-a-gram’, she 
said. Very naughty but fun.’ 


Knicker Pauta 


Lin és flasher! 


them down 
0898 122 109 


Dusky mai/len for "whatever you 
fancy...!"" Call now and tell me what 
you like... — 402 220 
Desperate and 
willing to do any- 
} thing you want... 
-| {call 0836 402 221 
~~ 4 Sexy housewife 
seeks fun& games 
while husband is 
4 away ...please 
* } call 0836 402 217 
. MM Hi guys, do you 
© 4 need it? Claudette 
4 is back so any- 
, q thing goes!-0836 
| #402 201 
Sei blonde 36/24/36 wants new 
students for new positions.. you'll 
have to do as you're told though! 
0836 402 219 
Mistress of Distinction;a must for 
all strong and meek men. Extensive 
wardrobe! Call me-0836 402 222 
Red hot lovers! for a really good 
time call me now on 0836 402 223 
Housewife to en- ga» 
tertain you, your 
place or mine! 
0836 402 205 FR 
Hot-blooded wife 
needs satisfaction 
now!Husband not 
enough 0836 402 
209 bm/27/8 


the knicker 


French & full Pure white 
0898 122107 panties 
Pulled toone (898 122 103 
side How I lost my 
0898122 108 knickers 
Caught with 0898 122 104 


“4 house, phone 0836 402 202 


HOT LIPS~ 
CONFESSIONS 


GIVE IT TO 
Frilly & Around my  (Opgiekxs 
skimpy _ ankles... 122 116 
0898 122 105 0898 122 101 FRENCH 
Letme pull — G-string LESSONS 
them down delight! 
0898 122 106 9898 122 102 


XX~RATED 
NAUGHTIES... 
0898 122 120 
OVER 21'S . 
ONLY LINE! 


FANTASY 0898 
122 122 

LINDA'S. LIPS..! 
0898 122 124 


For the time of your life, things 
you can't do with your wife! 
They call me the 'O'Queen... find 
out why on 0836 402 210 


Roxy here! Leggy and busty, just » 


waiting for you...I'd love to please 
you... 0836 402 207 a 
Leather lovers & 
meek males, call 
me now! on 0836 
402 216 

Petite and pretty 
18 yr old seeks 
kind, discreet gent 
for brg fun! You've 
had the rest, now 
try the best! 0836 


402 215 —_— 
Couple; male 22, female 29, want 


to swap, anything goes, all wel- 
come! 0836 402 214 


ADULTS ONLY! 
Not for the 
faint-hearted 


Come to me! 38/24/38, blonde & » 
clean shaven,do just what you 


want to on 0836 402 212 
Assertive lady seeks meek gentle- 


men, no cry babies! 0836 402 211 
Young lady will pamper and mas- 
sage business gents, call Jenny on 


0836402218 ~— 
Topless massage in private luxury 


DIAMOND NETWORK INC., P.O.BOX 272, 
LONDON SW11,CALLS 25p PER MIN. 
CHEAP RATE, 38p ALL OTHER TIMES. 


0898 122 115] 


> (Miss Denm 


WARNING: EXTREMELY EXPLICIT 
XXX STRICTLY ADULTS ONL XXX 


Please nace 
and talk 


me!0898 
l22 113 
Juicy 
Lucy Ss 
fantasies. 
Qos9s 
daz i114. 


0898 886 495 


0898 886 490 | 

0898 886 491 | Gaue 

0898 886 492 | Adu 
Bees) 


oia88 Yi OY 


EXPLICIT 
2binl SEUSE YER 
ADULT WAY CONFESSIONS) ‘Gipis I NCNmee 


OSs3G 
SECRET 400 700 | 0836 400 777 RATED 


SAS = DEBEE ASHBY ripinc tessons 0836 400 832 arTeER opm 


O836 400 850 
ciea ON THE CARPET-0836 400 717 Pleas eeu 


O836 400 826 
2 GIRL ACTION Geter 
0836 400 886 Byetae 


O836 400 821 
O836 


DEBEE'S 


a GIRLLOVERS 22° 
0836 0836 400 880 


MY FIRST TIME 
O8S836 400 733 


= 
a 
\ 


OLDER WOMAN MY 


O8se 460 556 HUSBAND 


. WATCHED 
0836 400 871 | 0836400 814 


CALLS CHARGED AT 25p CHEAP RATE, 35p ALL OTHER TIMES BESTRICH LTD P.O. BOX 1073 LONDON W1. 


400 812 


CALLS CHARGED PER MINUTE 25p CHEAP RATE 38p 
OTHER TIMES NORTHGLOW LTD PO BOX 24 TW8 9ES 
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Michelle says dancing is an ideal way of keeping fit and 
having fun at the same time. She also keeps herself in good 
shape by weight training with dumbells every day. She lives 
in her own flat in Bayswater with her two Yorkshire terriers, 
Danny and Heidi, and goes horse-ridnig whenever she gets 
the chance. For relaxation Michelle enjoys drawing, and 
prefers modern abstract designs. ‘But I’m not very good.’ 
In the evening she likes going out to Langan’s Brasserie 
her favourite restaurant, or a party. When it comes to 
men, Michelle prefers them to be, ‘young, trendy, happy, tall, 
dark and handsome. | like men who look after their bodies, 
not slobs or wimps.’ She doesn’t have a regular boyfriend. 


174 


EXTREME & EXPLICI 


TAKE That's all 


Sex 


THE LOT AT Video Titles\ ¥ *! 
UNDER for 


These are not cheap, poor quality videos. These are imported films showing 3 
continuous sex action featuring ‘Extreme’ and ‘Explicit’ scenes that really should = 
not be there at all and these 20 titles cover every sex act you can imagine. = 
$ 
DANISH DENTIST Ke e || WANTED EMMANUELLE IN NAUGHTY 5 
i )\ ON THE JOB J Sa WOMAN More DENMARK Victorian Sex — the 
\ He spends all day lesbian action — Packed with low-down on FS 
filling cavities . steamy, hot and explicit sex what it was s 
N very willing. action really like 5 
Smarr w 
NYMPHO GIRLS Fives PRIVATE PREVIEW DANISH BED & MISS LADY = 
Insatiable desires >| =e 1 Prostitution BOARD Action CHATTERLEY @ 
as these lesbian » | —astory of sex A MA packed sex from More sexthan & 
lovelies play 4 and lust from the "Ae Start to finish. her mother ever ~ 
"ae 3 sharp end! had. 
CONFESSIONS <7 COME PLAY WITH [4 MUD WRESTLING --—=-, APPOINTMENT 
OF A SEXY eee ME Sensational A 79 stone of flesh— VP \ FOR SEX She's a 
PHOTOGRAPHER : Za sex-action and slip, sliding and nympho who 
Lusty, busty explicit grabbing. 7) keeps a diary for 
model girls. close-ups. ‘\_ her appointments. 
EROTIC EXPLOITS DRACULA'S EROTIC SEX LADY GODIVA 
\ OF A SEXY VIRGIN LOVERS | LOVERS Sexual RIDES AGAIN 
SEDUCER He has All the nice girls #\ gratification She's ridden by a 
Just love his m™ every way you guy hung like a 
Stake. can think of horse. 


DANISH PILLOW 


A PRIVATE PREVIEW 


HISTORY OF THE 


| WILL IF YOU 


+ \ TALK Feminine f\ EROTIC CINEMA NO 2 Girls who WILL Horny, 
B.\ desires that know =) Well hung studs never say no — ‘eed Sex action 
" \ no bounds give it to two no matter how 


hot the action finish. 


‘ m a “A ge — | 
P, Fi. | CE. S ae view of the extreme and explicit nature 
WA R N | N GI of these video titles, you should not buy 
; “ if you are easily shocked or offended. 


‘SEX SERVICES ON THE PHONE’. 
Callon 0898 884 038. 


33p per minute cheap rate, 44p at all other batts SNES.) 


CALLERS WELCOME Mon-Sat 9.30-6pm (Fri8pm) (eugene 


lovelies. 


(Dept. BMF ) 627 Forest Road, Walthamstow, London E17 4NE % 
SEX SHOPS — LONDON (Sth) 14 Bourne Ra, Village) Bexley, “1539 London Rd, Norbury SW16, *19 West Hill, Wandsworth SW18 i j = 
vp fe oir ye sri iol — Ages Hope deb a: ry Lay a id Gurchst Forward me urgently, in plain wrapper, these 20 films on a video 
| in.the system indicated. | 
/ enclose cash/cheque/P0 for £5.75 + £2.25 p&p to cover cost 
of all 20 video films (if paying by cheque make payable to MO g 
Division and add your name and address to reverse). = 
Westmorland Rd. 95 Huddersfield Rd. LIVHS (CI BETA—Add £5 s 
Hill, Hil, Parkoat SWINDON 7 Devizes Rd., Old Town WEST *19 Bull St, Ringway 4 > 
@@e@ WALES — NEWPORT 16 Cardiff Rd. WREXHAM 6 Yorke St. *Licensed Name & 
opt root Ra. We win ETF (or) 63 ‘oka road 9 318 Lew 5 
ve eee LON ‘i 
Pd, Lewis MIDERSHOT 2580 ih i Hh St "BARROW-IN-FURNESS 6 Os FORD 72 Tavi ease Adress : 
The Bul The Bul ails Liane 487 Stratford Rad., Spark BOL TON SOY St nc Sd. BRADFORD 147 Menvinnen © 
: Rd. RY of Rochaele ei 5 Boughton CHESTERFIELD 528 Sheffield Rd. CREWE 74 Edelston Rad. > 
DoncasTen re . FOLKESTONE 105 Dover Ri (off East Parade) HUDDERSFIELD 7 0 Bradto rd Rd., Fartown HULL 263 Hessle Rd. Postcod § 
442 New Hall ae. URY 125 crete Rd. (behind | Unit 5, 68 sha ‘St ¥ 40 V PRESTON ! am aware of the nature of these Videos and agree not to show them 
SOUTHAMPTON 103 St Mary St. SOUTHEND 39 Easte seo 62 Piccacily Hane WAKEFIELD 71 Doncaster Rd. to minors 
18 Lowesmoor @@@ SCOTLAND — EDINBURGH 60 Elm Row, Leith Walk GLASGOW 31 WALES — CARDIFF 9 Mill 


Lane SWANSEA 3 Dillwyn St. @@@ N. IRELAND — BELFAST 31 Gresham St. eee SOW 19 ee i 
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The laboratory of human response 


Volume Fifteen 


Some girls respond poorly 
to ineffectual loving and 
long to be taken in hand by 
a more aggressive man. 
This month Quest uncovers 
three occasions when girls 


enjoyed being dominated 


INTERVIEWS 

(In the interviews that follow, all names have 
been changed, since interviewees are 
guaranteed absolute anonymity. The places 
of origin, where stated, are not necessarily 
the places where the interviewees are now 
resident.) 


INTERVIEW - 1 


MANAGING DIRECTOR, 31 years 


old, blonde, town of origin Preston 


This interviewee trained as a beautician 
before setting up a partnership to produce 
quality beauty products. She is divorced and 
lives in her own house. 


Quest: You were talking about your fantasies 
earlier. Would you like to describe some of 
them now? 

Director: Heavens — we'll be here all night! 
Quest: Your favourite then. 

Director: The one that’s guaranteed to get me 
boiling — all right. I can see what kind of an 
interview this is going to be. Well, that would 
have to be my bold, bad man one. My Gone 
With the Wind sequel — you know when 
Clark Gable carries Vivien Leigh up the 
stairs to the bedroom, and the scene fades 
out. My fantasy starts then. 

Quest: And what happens? 

Director: My lover orders me to strip, and 
then flings me on the bed. Then he ties me 
down with straps from each bed post so that 
I’m spreadeagled — on my back and showing 
absolutely everything. Then, when I’m totally 
helpless, he tantalises me. 

Quest: How? 

Director: However I like! Sometimes he 
licks me all over and finishes between my 
legs. Sometimes he just drops his trousers 
and has me. Sometimes he strips himself, 
and rolls all over me but refuses to make 
love to me. If I’m feeling especially perverse 
he might just play with himself in front of 
me. The wickedest one is when he does that 
while other men — complete strangers — file 
in, and have me one after the other. 

Quest: And you accept all this? 

Director: Oh I’m pleading with him to let me 
go all the time — not that it does me any 
good. But then he’s doing what I want him 
to do anyway. 

Quest: Does this fantasy have any connec- 
tion with your real life? Would you like to 
be dominated that way in bed? 

Director: I'd love it! Lead me to the man. 
Quest: I don’t honestly see your problem. 
You’re very good-looking. 

Director: I notice you don’t say ‘attractive’. 
I’m not criticising you — or myself particu- 
larly. I’ve deliberately built up a kind of ice 
queen image, because it’s the way I look, 
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QUALITY GUARANTEED AT PRICES YOU CAN AFFOR 


STARLIGHT PRODUCTS, 14 Bourne Rd, Bexley, Kent, DA5 1PA 


ACTION PACKED VIBROS EXERCISERS & pale esis ean 

: 7 e strong male 
MULTI-HEADER Multi-speed control and five very DEVELOPERS pheremone—a short spray is all 
different pleasure heads for greater enjoyment £11.95 you need to attract women, the key § 
GIANT THRILLER A hand held giant, studded for extra  G era woah cee ie 


THE WORLD FAMOUS 

CHARTHAM METHOD 

Proved by doctors time 

after time to be effective and safe for penis 
enlargement. Complete with full details 
instructions £19.50 CONTRACEPTIVES 
ACTION MAN The better developer with built , 

in vibrator to make penis aeeenedh 4 All types are available in packs of (10) & (50). Whichever 
pleasure £21.99 type you order, you will only receive the best quality 


thrills—plus variable control £18.95 

8” BENDER Sheer ecstasy from this flexible latex 
vibrator with variable speed contro! £8.50 

UP ’N’ DOWNER The head moves backwards and 
forwards, twists & turns all on its own, with variable 
speed control. It’s the real thing £11.50 : 
FINGER & THUMB A squirming finger & thumb, add 
another two dimensions to your foreplay £12.99 
CACTUS VIBRO 8 throbbing inches of exciting, 


and arouse her innermost desires 
without her being aware of it. 
Spray on sex appeal — 

Heaven scent £9.95 


ATTRACTANT 10 il 


STRONG MALE PHEROMONE 


caressing spikey satisfaction £10.99 ni ; hans branded versions, which have’been scientifically 
7 AIGRATORrhgh uly ibe version at ROWERDEVELOPER Gesu oie es penis. | sea te ghit sana, Howe, ue te 
VIBRO SLEEVE Soft pliable vibro cover. Fleshlike and EXTENSION SHEATH Adds 12" to the length of your Pea ene bsg gen lke ph 
realistic in every detail. Available ‘flesh’ or ‘black’ £3.25 Penis — black or flesh £4.00. One of each £7.00 condom may vary, 
MR SLIM This slim fellow slips easily into the handbag LLS 1 pack 5 pack 
or anywhere else she wants £4.25 APHRODITE Beautiful, blonde and well-built, with all 10 50 
the wells of pleasure and vibrator action £99.95 E1— Ultra-thin, ultra-strong lubricated 
BEAT THIS! DOLLY She’s a local girl and always ‘willing’. She’s E2 — Dotted for female arousal 
x very well built with all the pleasure zones £19.95 E3 — Sexy jet black and lubricated 

Avery superior quality Non-Doctor LADY JANE She’s a girl ina million and cost a E4—Ultra-snug fit and lubricated 

set, with 3 different heads for all the £1 million to develop. Produced in ‘real-feel’ latex to E5 — Added spermicide and lubricated 

excitement zones and a multiplicity provide a sensuous touch, she has flowing hair, fingers | E6 —Super-safe and lubricated 

of speed control for all your moods, and toenails, a firm, well-rounded body and all the E7 — Assorted flavour lubricated 

is available at the receptive zones. She will respond to your every E8 — Contoured natural shape 

SILLY PRICE OF £9.95 touch. £395.00 E9 — Assorted colours and lubricated 

ELECTRIC LOVE EGG Th Aa gt seen a a 
) Ine — Shaped, stimulant and delay agent 

CREAMS, TABLETS AND most advanced feminine E12 — Delay action additive 2 
CAPSULES pele ees — E31—50 Assorted from above 
ANG Oh eae ee 6b Just /% a tablet and she’ll be A devilshly Simp. FRENCH TICKLERS RE-USABLE 
GINSENG TABLETS Potent enough to put the zest back oriental sex aid tha The devilish protruding arms will tickle her fancy like 


never stops working £4.50 never before. 
LINGERIE All 100% Polyamide. (FT/A) Flesh — pack of 8 £8.95 


ROYALE — plunging split sided nightdress (FT/B) Black — pack of 6 £6.95 
for sex fun and games. One size—black, EXPLICIT VIDEOS £14.95 each £24.95 Any Twol 


in your love-life 30 tablets £4.95 60 tablets £7.95 

SEXUAL LUBRICANT This super sex lubricant should 

be rubbed into the more sensitive parts of the body. It 

eee ee anaaresty er the excitement. 
ne Jar £4.99 Two Jars £7.95 ; white, pink, blue and champagne. £9.95 igi at 95 All Four 

FEMALE CLIMAX CREAM Heightens the sensations of © FRENCH STYLE—translucent, shorter than short baby “4 Cy anrring Bie de ri coe on = 

the more sensual parts. One jar £4.50 Two Jars £7.50 —_—_doll with the briefest of briefs. One size — black, white going as sex act follows sex act. 


SEX SUGAR it will dramatically increase your sexual or champagne. £13.50 

urge. One Box £2.99 Two Boxes £4.99 PRETTY BABY — erotic cami-basque with suspenders “i a be leds ere Leet ia - 
MOTION LOTION Hot and tasty lotion for all parts of and lace trim. Will not get in the way of your desires. all the secrets by bedding the Swedish diplomats 

the body. Lubricates, invigorates and stimulates £5.95 Small, Medium, Large, black or white £11.95 SEX HUNGRY GIRLS A bunch of little ravers from 
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and I find it helps in the business. Most of 
the women I sell to want to look smart but 
not overtly sexy. Unfortunately that sort of 
image doesn’t tend to impress men, I find, 
and when they discover I run my own suc- 
cessful business they assume I’m a galloping 
feminist who'll order them round the bed- 
room. I’m not bitter about it, but it does 
strike me as unfair. Jenny, my partner, for 
example has a brain like a calculator — abso- 
lutely cold when she has to be — but because 
_ she’s small and petite, and acts scatter-brained 
men fall over themselves to sweep her into 
their arms. 

Quest: I'm sure you must have been swept 
into more than a few arms youself. 

Director: Well, yes — I think that’s meant to 
be a compliment! Most of the men I’ve 
known, though, have tended to treat me 
with kid gloves, which is nice up to a point. 
After that it’s just frustrating. Tom, my ex- 
husband, was the closest I’ve had to what I 
want, but we both had businesses that were 
taking off at the same time so the marriage 
was more or less squeezed out. Then there 
was Jeremy. 

Quest: Who was he? 


Director: Jeremy was an actor. I’m not - 


sure if I can count him as a real relation- 
ship. I think there’s something fake about all 
actors — I speak from experience because 
the girl I shared a flat with after my divorce 
was an actress, and I got to know all her 
friends. Jeremy was one. He did give me what 
I needed badly at the time. 

Quest: What was that? 

Director: A jolly good seeing to! No, it was 
more than that. He helped get rid of a lot of 
emotional frustration. I owe him a lot. 

Quest: How did you meet? 

Director: I first saw him on stage at the 
local rep where my flatmate had dragged me 
— I’m not a theatregoer normally. I don’t. 
even remember the play but Jeremy was 
playing some kind of Victorian wicked squire, 
seducing peasant girls by the dozen. It wasn’t 
meant to be serious but there was an air 
about him — he looked as if he might just 
mean it. And he was very masculine. I be- 
came fascinated to find out if he was like that 
in real life. I told my flatmate, and she in- 
vited him to our next party — without telling 
me. 

Quest: What was he like in real life? 
Director: Very restrained — quite unlike his 
friends. Solid, almost, and a little wary too. I 
felt quite at home with him. I liked his friends 
but I was really a kind of token ‘straight’ 
with them. Jeremy seemed to be more nor- 
mal. Also I fancied him like crazy. 

Quest: When did you have sex with him? 
Director: Not that night. I did drive him 
back to his digs but I didn’t go in because he 
had an audition in Manchester next morn- 
ing, and he had to be up before dawn to get 
there. We kissed, and he put his hand inside 
my blouse. I think I’d probably have let him 
have me then and there in the car but I pre- 
ferred to do it properly in bed, and I was glad 
he seemed to want to wait for that too. The 
silliest part, though, was that we talked for 
nearly two hours anyway. 

Quest: What about? 

Director: Mainly about whether he really 
liked being a wicked squire. I told him a 


couple of my fantasies too — not all the de- 
tails. 

Quest: When did you see him again? 
Director: Not till the following Sunday — 
that was his only clear day. We had a mar- 
vellous restaurant lunch, huge amounts to 
drink, then we took a bottle back to my flat 


‘— my flatmate was away in London — and we 


made love. 

Quest: Successfully? 

Director: Oh, yes — I don’t remember any 
marvellous orgasms, but it was gentle and 
dreamy — the wine helped, I’m not a very 
good drinker normally. One minute we were 
sitting on the carpet next to the sofa, and 
kissing, the next Jeremy was undressing me. 
It was very good for a first time — I always 
find them fraught because you're never quite 


6 You're at the mercy of 
the Squire now, he said as 
he stroked my breast and 
then rubbed my pubesg 


sure what'll happen. I can say that again! 
Quest: Why? 

Director: Well, 1 remember dozing off on the 
carpet with Jeremy’s head against my boobs 
— we were both naked by then. Then when I 
came to I had the shock of my life. 

Quest: Go on. 

Director: I thought at first I’d slept all night, 
and Jeremy had put me to bed. I was in my 
bedroom, lying on my mattress, but when I 
tried to get up I couldn’t. The devious sod 
had tied me to the pine bed ends, and he’d 
used four pairs of my best tights to do it! 
Quest: He was acting out your favourite 
fantasy? 

Director: He knew about it but I didn’t know 
what was happening. I called out, and he 
came in from the living room. He was still 
naked, and grinning. I asked him what he 
was playing at, and he said, ‘Ill have no 
more of your lip, fair maid. You’re at the 
mercy of Squire Badworthy now!’ I burst out 
laughing. He was exactly in part from his 
stage role, and-he stayed in it. He came and 
sat next to me on the bed, and he gazed at 
my naked body in the most blatantly lasciv- 
ious way, growling on about my ‘pearl 
white flesh, ripe for the plucking.’ And then 
he began to stroke his fingers over me, over 
my breasts, down onto my tummy, across 
my pubes. 

Quest: How did you react to that? 

Director: | was still laughing until I realised 
he was quite serious in the way he touched 
me. And in the effect it was having on him by 
the way his thing began to thicken and 
stretch. “Well, look what you’ve done to 
poor John Thomas,’ he said, getting up. ‘He 
always rises for a lady, and he always pays 
his dues too.’ And he climbed on the bed. 
That was the point when I felt a genuine 
twinge of fear. You hear so many stories 
about ordinary people suddenly turning into 
maniacs, and Jeremy Aad tied me up. 

Quest: You thought he was going to force 
himself on you? 

Director: I thought I might have inflamed 


him with all my talk of fantasies. I tried to 
sound terribly reasonable, telling him I 
thought it was time he let me cuddle him, 
and hold him too. But he just grinned, and 
began to lower himself between my out- 
stretched legs. I went rigid and icy inside, as 
he covered me with his naked body. But 
just as I’d tensed up ready for that first thrust 
I felt his shaft touch against my pussy, press- 
ing its length, stiff and hot against my flesh. 
‘Oh no,’ he whispered, ‘madame has to wait 
for her pleasure.” And he began to rub his 
length up and down my slit in a slow, steady 
rhythm. And in the incredible intimacy of that 
feeling, all my fear turned around, and I sud- 
denly wanted him more than I ever remem- 
ber wanting anyone. I started to bump up 
and down on the mattress, trying to increase 
the speed of his strokes or to trap his tip in 
my hole, and pull him inside. But he didn’t 
alter his pace. Up and down, up and down. 
And every time I almost went wild he’d 
simply grin and push me back, and there 
wasn't a damn thing I could do. I tell you, 
after ten minutes of that, I was practically 
foaming at the mouth! My whole body was 
one live, jumping nerve. If I’d had any breath 
left I’d have screamed the place down. It was 
torture! Glorious, exquisite torture. And 
then, when I really thought Id faint, I started 
to climax, a tiny rippling one at first, then a 
bigger one, then bigger until they began firing 
off one after the other — I was clawing at the 
air! That was what he’d waited for. Without 
any finesse or gentleness he just rammed 
straight into me — it didn’t hurt, I was damp 
and open enough by now to swallow him 
whole. He gave three deep thrusts, and then 
he exploded inside me — a great whoosh 
right in the middle of my biggest, most teeth- 
rattling climax. And he actually made me 
faint — just for a few seconds — but it was the 
first time that had ever happened to me. 
Quest: Did you play the squire game again? 
Director: Oh, yes, dozens of times, some 
almost as splendidly as that first time. But in 
the end it was only a game. Jeremy was just 
playacting — beautifully — but he could do 
other roles equally well, and probably still is. 
I needed — I need — someone who doesn’t 
have to pretend. I live in hope! 

Quest: Thank you. 


INTERVIEW - 2 


NEGOTIATOR, 26 years old, town 
of origin Chichester 


This male interviewee attended the first 


year of a university arts course before becom- 


ing disillusioned with higher education, and 
taking a job in an estate agency. He lives in 
his own flat. 


Quest: Would you describe your attitude to 
women as over-respectful? 

Negotiator: Yes, | would. I’m sure half a 
dozen old girlfriends, if they knew it was me 
talking, would say, ‘Not that rude sod!’ I’ve 
never been one to turn up with bunches of 
roses or compose great love letters, but I do 
tend to see new girlfriends through rose- 
coloured spectacles. 

Quest: And you find that a disadvantage? 
Negotiator: An enormous one! If I really go 
a bomb on someone I start thinking, ‘I can’t 
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besmirch this gorgeous woman with my 
clammy little hands, and ruin our wonderful 
relationship.’ So I tend to wait for them to 
make the move, and half the time nothing 
happens. I went to the wedding of an old 
girlfriend last summer, and during the recep- 
tion she said to me, ‘I always thought we 
might have had a fling but you never seemed 
keen, and I was afraid you’d go off me if I 
made a pass.’ I worshipped the ground that 
woman trod! | 

Quest: Your love life sounds fairly compli- 
cated. 

Negotiator; What makes it worse is that I 
know, in my head, that what most women 
want me to say is: ‘Right, I’ve shown I find 
your mind sparkling, and your personality 
entrancing, now get on your back while I 
screw the arse off you.’ Or words to that 
effect — something, anyway, to prove that I 
find them desirable — if only so they can tell 
me to get stuffed. Which, of course, is what 
I’m afraid of. The more important the rela- 
tionship is to me the warier I am. I put it 
down to single sex public school. Seriously. 
Quest: What about less important relation- 
ships? 

Negotiator: Oh I can be a sod with women I 
don’t worship. Or at least being dominant in 
that way doesn’t bother me because there 
aren’t any hearts and flowers to ruin. It’s 
crazy. 

Quest: Is that how it was with Lucy and 
Jan? 

Negotiator: That was a situation I’ve had 
three or four times — it just happened to be 
the first. Lucy was my Miss Wonderful and 
Jan — well, Jan was where I ended up. 

Quest: When was this? 

Negotiator; When I was nineteen. Lucy was 
the sister of a schoolfriend. The family had a 
place in Norfolk, and I stayed there just before 
I went up to university. Jan was a friend of 
Lucy’s, and she was always around. They 
were both about a year younger than me. I 
met Lucy at an open day, and she was the 
main reason for accepting an invitation to 


stay. I wasn’t especially keen on her brother. 


Quest: Can you describe the girls? 


Negotiator: Lucy was tall — almost my height 


— willowy — very feminine but not in a sexy 
way. A quiet, thoughtful girl. I was into soul- 
mates then — we were both going to do arts 
courses. Jan was the complete opposite — 


_ blonde and bubbly, very lively, and aware of 


the effect she had on men. 

Quest: What about sexual experience? 
Negotiator: Oh definitely. For a start because 
I was involved with her, but she had that 
teasing quality which would have encour- 
aged most men. Lucy, on the other hand, 
was probably a virgin. 

Quest: How did you get on with them? 
Negotiator: With Lucy, fine — as a friend. 
We had the same interests. I spent most of 
the time trying to get her away on long walks 
in the hope they’d turn romantic. The prob- 
lem was Jan. She was always turning up, 
making a nuisance of herself, making me 
look silly. I couldn’t understand why Lucy 
put up with her. It never occurred to me, of 
course, that she wanted a chaperone to keep 
me at bay — until Jan put me right. In fact I 
had a much more normal relationship with 
her. 


Quest: Were you attracted to her? 
Negotiator: Oh yes, but I didn’t want to be. 
She struck me as so obvious, even a bit tarty. 
Not like Lucy. 

Quest: And Jan was attracted to you? 
Negotiator: She must have been or nothing 
would have happened. 

Quest: What did happen? 

Negotiator: We were quite near the coast, 
and one day we made up a foursome to go to 
the beach for the day. We stopped off for a 
drink in Cromer, and met some friends of my 
friend who were taking out a sailing boat that 
afternoon, and offered to take a couple of us 
along. My friend was keen, and rather to my 
surprise so was Lucy — she normally wasn’t 


61 rolled on top of her 
and pulled down her 
bikini pants. No, not here, 
she gasped apprchensively § 


that active. What really niggled me, though, 
was that one of the boating guys obviously 
fancied her, and she did nothing to discourage 
him. So the plan was Jan and I would go to 
the beach we’d originally planned on, Lucy 
and her brother would sail past in a couple of 
hours, and swim back to us. But we never 
saw them. The wind fell, they couldn’t get the 


‘motor started — it was a grand cock-up. 


Quest: And you spent the afternoon alone 
with Jan? 

Negotiator: In some dunes that turned out 
to be practically deserted. 

Quest: And you had sex? 

Negotiator: What happened was that Jan 
settled down to sunbathe in her bikini while I 
had a dip — we had our costumes on under 
our clothes. When I got back she was on her 
tummy with her bikini top undone. I was 
aware that Jan had a nice figure — a lot cur- 
vier than Lucy’s ‘ough Jan’s legs weren’t as 
good, but I couldn’t really object. I just 
settled down with a book. The next thing I 
knew she was asking me to rub lotion into 
her back, which I thought was a bit cheeky, 
but then she sat up for me to do it. 

Quest: You mean facing you? 

Negotiator: Oh no, leaning right forward but 
with only an arm held over her breasts, and 
after a while she even dropped that. 

Quest: What effect did that have on you? 
Negotiator: The obvious one, quite quickly. 
You see Jan’s best points were her tits. They 
were monsters, beautifully shaped too, and 
what with massaging that greasy oil into her 
skin, and glimpsing the round curves of her 
boobs bobbing gently from side to side with 
my movements I had a horn like a white 
rhino’s. And she must have realised because 
she started by saying, ‘Oh, that feels fabu- 
lous’, but then she went very quiet. Most un- 
usual for Jan. So that’s when I did it. 

Quest: What exactly? 

Negotiator: I massaged further and further 
round the sides of her back until I was almost 
stroking her rib cage. Then I brought my 
hands up onto her breasts. It was pure lust, 
really. I felt myself go cold with it inside, and 
I knew I was overstepping the mark — my 


mark, at least — but I didn’t think about it, I 
just did it. I didn’t maul her, though — I just 
felt the weight of those incredible ‘tits, and 
stroked her nipples with my thumbs. 

Quest: How did she react? 

Negotiator: She took a deep breath. I re- 
member thinking it was odd her nipples 
didn’t stand up but they were tiny, and it 
wasn’t really noticeable. Then she pulled 
away, quite gently, and turned round, cover- 
ing herself with the end of her towel. She 
said, very quietly, ‘What do you think 
you're doing?’ So I said, ‘What do you 
think?’ I reached out for her towel, and 
pulled but she tightened her grip. Then she 
looked down at my trunks, which weren’t 
doing much of a job of covering me, and her 
eyes were shining. ‘I suppose I can’t stop 
you,’ she said. I was quite surprised. 

Quest: Why? 

Negotiator: I just expected her to be more 
blatant about sex, more ‘Let’s get on with it!’ 
But she was almost demure, even nervous. 
More the way I’d have expected Lucy to be. 
Quest: So what did you do next? 

Negotiator: | yanked the towel out of her 
hands, leaving her breasts exposed. She 
didn’t try to cover them. She just sat there 
staring at me. 

Quest: Did you make love? 

Negotiator: Not immediately, but the next 
ten minutes or so turned me into a dedicated 
tit man. She had fabulous tits — big and 
firm. We rolled back onto the sand, and 
I scooped them in my hands, fondling and 
licking and sucking them, making those little 
buds of nipples perk up. We were thrashing 
about so much my trunks were practically 
off, my cock was squeezed up against her 
tummy, so I reached down and slipped my 
hand into the front of her bikini pants. I was 
just working my fingers into her when she 
said, ‘No!’ Very firmly. So I moved back to 
her boobs for a while, then tried again, and 
there was another, ‘No — don’t do that.’ 
Then I made my fatal mistake. 

Quest: Which was? 

Negotiator: | started to talk, and even worse, 
I got ratty. As far as I was concerned she’d 
made it obvious she wanted a screw — which 
she later denied utterly. Now she suddenly 
wanted to play silly buggers. So we went 
through all the arguments — I already knew 
she was on the pill because it had come up in 
conversation; she wasn’t having her period, 
and she admitted there’d been others. I even 
tried the old, ‘But Ill be ill if I don’t let it out 
now’ argument. Waste of time. Finally I was 
fairly rude, and dashed off into the sea to 
cool down. I went out quite a way, half 
hoping Lucy’s boat would turn up, and 
when I turned back to the beach I found Jan 
swimming, and she started over to me. 
Quest: Did she say anything? 

Negotiator: She said, “I can see why you're 
not getting anywhere with Lucy.’ I was still 
peeved with her but that did make me listen. 
She was much more her old teasing self too. 
I asked what she meant. ‘Because you give 
up too easily,’ she said. I think I just stared 
at her, open-mouthed, Then she said, ‘I’m 
going to tell you a big secret, Michael (name 
changed). Most girls don’t even know they 
want to go to bed with someone until he’s 
jumped on them. If you wait around for them 
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io make up their minds in advance you might 
as well go home. Lucy’s like that. She only 
ends up with these soulful, intimate chat- 
type relationships because she knows she’s 
safe with them, but it’s going to be the big, 
brawny fellow who won’t take no for an 
answer who gets into her knickers. The only 
way youll ever get anywhere with her is to 
make it absolutely clear what you want.’ 
Quest: How did you react to that? 
Negotiator: | was astonished. For a start 
girls I’d known till then just didn’t talk like 
that, and secondly because it was the friend- 
liest she’d ever been to me. 

Quest: Did you think it referred to Jan’s 
attitude to you earlier? 

Negotiator: That I shouldn’t have taken no 
for answer? Oh yes. Definitely. Friendly or 
not she wasn’t going to get away with that. 
Quest: What did you do? 

Negotiator: Nothing for a minute. My mind 
was going in circles. Then I spotted what 
looked like the start of a smile on her face. 
And I lunged straight at her. 

Quest: Where were you both at this point? 
Negotiator: In waist-deep water, about six 
feet or so from each other. Jan gave this 
great squeal, and started splashing away but 
I swam after her. I tried to duck her, and 
couldn’t. She was shrieking and giggling like 
an idiot. But I got my fingers into her bikini 
bra strap, and tore that open. The thing 
flew apart, and she knocked me over, and 
waded off, trying to hold the bra cups over 
her boobs. Then she heard me splashing 
after her, and shrieked, and just let the bikini 
top go, and ran with her boobs wobbling all 
over the place. She was practically hysterical 
by now — we both were. 

Quest: Did you catch up? 

Negotiator: Right at the water’s edge. I 
caught her arm, and went over, pulling her 
down on top of me. That was my great 
macho moment. I’ve always been proud of 
that. What’s the film? From Here to Eter- 
nity. This was the unexpurgated version. 
Actually if the beach hadn’t been deserted 
all day I’d probably have a criminal record. 
Quest: Meaning you had sex? 

Negotiator: | rolled back on top of Jan, and 
got my hands back on her breasts. Then I 
started to open her legs, and push her bikini 
pants down. She was gasping, ‘Oh no — not 
here — oh this is awful — no, you mustn’t —!’ 
But she was hardly doing a thing to stop me, 
panting away like a mare on heat. I was as 
stiff as a post by now, with a lot of lost randi- 
ness to make up for. The minute I’d got one 
of her legs free of her pants I jerked down the 
front of my trunks, pulled out my cock, and 
planted it right against her pussy lips. She 
gave one great gasp, and then she really did 
start flinging herself about, almost throwing 
me off. I put my full weight on her breasts, 
trying to pin her down, and slipped my tip 
between her lips as quick as I could. That 
was a bizarre feeling. She was really wet and 
loose inside but the sea water, because it was 
still early in the summer, had made our skin 
cool. So I had a kind of lukewarm fuck. I 
could feel this tiny spot of boiling warmth 
right inside her but as I sank in, and started 
to hump I could feel it spreading. And as 
soon as that was underway all Jan’s strug- 
gling changed completely, and she was moan- 


ing and lifting up her legs so I could go 
deeper, and thrusting her pussy down onto 
me. When I finally let go I had the feeling 
she was sucking the come out of me, not me 
spurting into her. But it was a glorious fuck. 
Quest: Did the relationship continue? 
Negotiator: No. I took her advice to heart 
and put on my dominant male act for Lucy. 
Quest: With what result? 

Negotiator: She decided she didn’t like me in 
quite that way. And of course she told Jan, 
sO my name was mud there too! Don’t they 
say something about the most valuable ex- 
periences never coming cheap? 

Quest: Thank you. 


INTERVIEW - 3 


TRAINING OFFICER, 25 years 
old, brunette, town of origin Birming- 
ham 3 


This interviewee took a variety of clerical 
jobs before joining her current firm as a 
secretary. She was subsequently promoted to 
the personnel and training department. She 
lives with her boyfriend. 


Quest: Why were you always 
beaten up when you were a teenager? 
Officer: 1 wasn’t exactly beaten up, but I did 
get roughed up quite a few times by boy- 
friends. 

Quest: Why did they do that? 

Officer: You ought to talk to a boyfriend I 


gettiig 


had when I was twenty-one. He was a psycho- 


logy student. He explained it all to me. I 
suppose the easy answer is that I was a bit of 
a prickteaser. I was certainly a first-class 
bitch on occasions. 

Quest: You mean you deliberately excited 
men and then refused them sex? 

Officer: Oh no, I didn’t refuse sex — at least 
not the people I wanted to have it with. I just 
wanted them to earn it. 

Quest: In what way? 

Officer: By getting them to prove themselves 
worthy, I suppose. Manly enough not to put 
up with a cantankerous little bitch like me! 
According to my psychology boyfriend it 
was all down to my poor old dad. Because 
he let my mother push him around so much 
— and she’s still the same — I’ve always been 
searching for a strong father figure as a 
lover — someone who'll tell me to shut up, 
and smack my bottom when I’m naughty. 
But I always end up with wimpish figures, 
like my father, and start pushing them around 
in the hope they'll be transformed into what | 
really want. Most of them just thought I was 
a horrible person, but a few slapped my face. 

Quest: Which you didn’t want? 

Officer: Well, if they’d gone on to ravish me 
magnificently on the spot ’'d probably have 
forgiven them, but very few of them ever did! 

Quest: Meaning some did? 

Officer: One made me suck his thing when 
we were supposed to be listening to records, 
and his parents were downstairs. . 

Quest: How did that happen? 

Officer: It was when I was eighteen. He 
was the son of my family’s GP, actually, 
and very good-looking, at least I thought so 
at the time. We were having what was my 
usual argument of about that age, me telling 
him he wasn’t forceful enough for some 
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reason. I think I’d been short-changed in a 
shop, and ended up having a blazing row 
with the shopkeeper while my boyfriend just 
stood by and watched, obviously embar- 
rassed by it all. We’d been petting — I hadn’t 
been to bed with him. And we got on to the 
way he’d done it. That’s when he blew up. 
Quest: Did he hurt you? 

Officer: Oh no. He just grabbed my shoul- 
ders, and shook me. And the fact that he did 
should have told me I’d gone too far — nor- 
mally he wasn’t in the least violent: But of 
course it didn’t. I pushed him back, and un- 
balanced him; he grabbed at me, and sud- 
denly we were rolling about the carpet. 
Quest: How stimulating was that? 

Officer: Vety! We were both panting, and I 
could feel him getting stiff through his jeans. 
I was worked up too — in fact I had to 
change my knickers when I got home after- 
wards. But I didn’t make it easy for him. 
Quest: Were you afraid? 

Officer: That he’d force me to make love? 
Yes, I was. That was the most exciting part! 
Quest: Go on. 

Officer: We finished up with him sitting 
astride me, pinning down my arms. I could 
feel my skirt had rucked up, and I was 
almost bursting out of my bra — I’d even 
lost a couple: of the top buttons of my 
blouse. That was something else to make a 
fuss about! But his crotch was right in front 
of me by now, and he looked absolutely 
huge. I know trouser bulges are almost 
always deceptive but that almost took my 
breath away. His bottom was pressing onto 
my lap, and I could feel his warmth seeping 
through. His face looked bright red, and I 
knew he was as turned on as I was. And. 
then he lifted an arm and reached back. I 
thought he was going to grope me, and I 
started to say, ‘Don’t you dare touch me!’ 
when I realised it wasn’t me he was touching. 
He began to pull down his zip. Then I did 
start to get genuinely worried. I said, 
“What are you.doing?’ He didn’t answer, just 
finished unzipping, put his hand inside, and 
pulled it out. That really did take my 
breath away. 

Quest: Hadn’t you seen it before? 

Officer: I'd hardly seen anyone’s before. 
I'd. only made love a couple of times to a 
fiancée I’d known for years, and we'd always 
done it in dark places. And this one..was 
enormous — longer than any I’ve noticed 
since. It was unusually narrow too, but I 
wasn’t really too aware of that at the time. 
He took hold of it, and leaned forward 
over me so that its small shiny tip came 
closer and closer to my face. I kept saying, 
‘What do you want? What do you want?’ 
Then he said, ‘Suck it. Put it in your mouth, 
and suck it.’ 

Quest: Did you want to? 

Officer: I didn’t really think in that way. I’d 
never done it before, for anyone, but I just 
had the feeling that I had to — I didn’t have 
any choice — in case something even more 
terrible happened. So I opened my mouth, 
and he slid it between my lips. It tasted so 
animal — I'll always remember that — ripe 
and salty. I pulled back, and ran my tongue 
along the bottom of the shaft, and he 
groaned. I started to gag. My boyfriend 
sighed, and rolled off me. 


Quest: Was the incident ever repeated? 
Officer: Not with him. That was the trouble. 
When a man did dominate me, in a sexual 
situation, then I’d be frightened he’d do it 
again, so I’d give him up. I don’t blame boy- 
friends for getting upset. 

‘uest: You seem very hard on yourself. 
Ifficer: ’'m just being honest. Also I’m not 
like that anymore, or if I am someone puts 
me right very quickly. 

Quest: Your current boyfriend? 

Officer: Harold — yes. 

Quest: Why are you laughing? 

Officer: I shouldn’t really — it’s just that I 
never thought in a million years I’d end up 


6 He jumped on.me from 
behind, then tore off my 
dressing gown. I wanted 


him there and then § 


with someone with a name like that. Ignore 
me. I’m being silly. 

Quest: How did you end up with him? 
Officer: Harold was my boss when I first 
joined the firm I’m with. He’s left now to 
start up on his own. I didn’t go out with him 
until I was promoted — in fact our first date 
was a kind of farewell celebration which 
ended up in bed. 

Quest: Was that intended? 

Officer: By me? I suppose it was. I fancied 
him when I first saw him but I thought he 
was married. I didn’t find out he was 
divorced until later. He fascinated me. He 
seemed to be so quiet — he wasn’t my idea of 
a boss at all. But he never had any trouble 
getting anyone to do exactly what he 
wanted. It took me ages to realise he was a 


person who was just at peace with himself. 


He didn’t need to make a big hoo-ha. 

Quest: Even about sex? 

Officer: He was — he is — a marvellous lover. 
The trouble was with me. 

Quest: Why? 

Officer: Because it was so good, so easily. I 
was convinced something nasty was going to 
happen — probably prompted by me. So I 
decided I ought to make it happen, to get it 
over with. Don’t expect me to be logical. 
Quest: What did you do? 

Officer: I went out with a couple of other 
people, one from the office. 

Quest: Did you have sex with them? 

Officer: No, but I let Harold believe I had. 
Quest: How? 

Officer: Hints. The worst was when an old 
flame of mine offered me a lift to the West 
Country one weekend. He had a cottage 
near where my parents had just retired. I 
was supposed to be visiting them but I had a 
quick drink with my ex-boyfriend on the 
Saturday night. Harold phoned my parents, 
and they gave him my boyfriend’s number. 
When he rang me there I gave him the im- 
pression that I was just about to have a 
grand night out, and also that I was staying 
there because my parents’ new house was 
too small and uncomfortable. Harold started 
asking about how many bedrooms the boy- 
friend’s cottage had. So I told him, quite 


truthfully, just one. He went very . quiet. 
Then I said, ‘Well, I couldn’t expect him to 
drive me all this way for nothing, could I?’ 
He just said goodbye, and put down the 
phone. I was shaking like a leaf: I felt I’d just 
done the worst thing in the world. I really 
thought I was sick — to deliberately ruin 
something so good. I didn’t see him for a 
week, and by the end of it I’d almost con- 
vinced myself it was all for the best. It was 
better we’d broken up sooner than later. 
Then one evening he phoned me at home. He 
was in a call box, and he said he had to talk 
at once. I’d just stepped out of a bath so I 
said it was impossible at the moment. He 
said he didn’t care who I had with me or 
what we were doing he was coming straight 


‘round. I’d never heard him sound so angry 


before. 

Quest: How did you feel then? 

Officer: Totally confused, frightened too. I 
just put on my dressing gown, and blow- 
dried my hair. I'd hardly finished that before 
the door bell went. When I opened the door 
Harold stormed in. I thought he’d start 
searching the place for boyfriends, but he 
stopped in the middle of the living room and 
told me to ‘Come here.’ 

Quest: Did you obey? 

Officer: I was too terrified not to. Then he 
looked down at my dressing-gown, and 
said, ‘Get that off!’ I didn’t know what to do. 
I was naked underneath, and Harold looked 
murderous. Then he shouted, ‘Take it off, 
damn you!’ and pulled at the cord and 
yanked the gown down over my shoulders. I 
really thought he was going to beat me up. 
Quest: Did he? 

Officer: He told me to go into the bedroom, 
so I went with my dressing-gown still 
bunched round my waist. I went through the 


door, and I must have tripped or Harold : 


pushed me because I suddenly sprawled 
face down on the bed. All I remember is that 
I was crying because I knew I’d made him 
like this. And then he was on me. 


Quest: In what way? 


Officer: He had me. He jumped on me from 
behind, and tore away my dressing-gown. 
And I felt his bare skin against my bottom, 
and he was squeezing one hand under me, 
and pawing my breasts, and lifting my bot- 
tom, and prising my legs apart with the 
other. 

Quest: He made love to you forcibly? 
Officer: But not against my will. I wanted 
him to, I wanted him to hurt me, to punish 
me. I wanted him to tear straight into me, and 
just have me. And he did — he jerked into 
me, sharp and hard, and I’d thought" I'd die, 
I was so dry. But instead of shooting off 
straightaway he began to hump, slowly at 
first then faster as my Juices started to flow. 
And I really hated him because I didn’t 
want to come, I didn’t deserve to. And sud- 
denly all my mass of feelings sort of ran 
together, and all I knew was the glorious 
feeling inside me, and how I couldn’t stop it 
and didn’t want to. I felt him coming too, 
over and over again. 

Quest: Is he still as forceful in bed? 

Officer: Only when I want him to be. He 
doesn’t need to be. I don’t need anything 
proved any more. 

Quest: Thank you. 


DS 


recounting real life 
sexual experiences 


What turns women on? How do they 
like to be seduced? Are there times 
when they can’t say no to sex? If you’ve 
missed any of Quest’s revealing and 
arousing surveys, this is your chance to 
catch up. Fill out the form below and 
send it off to us for a back issue today 


Other back numbers available include: 

Vol. 21 No. 11 How women prove their sexual 
adequacy £1.65; Vol. 22 No. 2 Amateur model 
erotica £2.00; 4 Kiss-o-gram sex £2.00; 5 
Threesome sex £2.00; 6 Sex beyond the pale 
£2.00; 7 Video sex £2.00; 8 Mature lovers I 
£2.00; 9 Mature lovers II £2.00; 10 Mature 
lovers IIT £2.00; 11 Older men £2.00; Vol. 23 
No. 1 Women’s secret turn-ons I £2.00; 2 
Women’s secret turn-ons II £2.00; 3 
Matchmakers I: Girls who organise sex for 
friends £2.00; 4 Matchmakers II £2.00; 5 
Matchmakers IIT £2.00; 6 How stress leads to sex 
£2.00; 7 Teasing lovers £2.00; 8 Sex with the 
teacher £2.00; 9 Aggressive sex I £2.00; 10 
Aggressive sex II £2.00; 11 Girls who find anger 
erotic £2.00; 12 Girls who go too far £2.70; Vol. 
24 No. 1 Women ripe for sex I £2.30; 2 Women 
ripe for sex II £2.30; 3 Women ripe for sex III 
£2.30; 4 Girls who act out male fantasies I £2.30; 
5 Girls who act out male fantasies II £2.30; 6 
Sexual crises £2.30; 7 Jealous sex I £2.30; 8 
Jealous sex II £2.30; 9 Jealous sex III £2.30; 10 
Shaven girls I £2.30; 11 Shaven girls IT £2.30; 12 
Exhibitionist tendencies I £2.90; Vol. 25 No. 1 
Exhibitionist tendencies IT £2.30; 2 Voyeuristic 
tendencies £2.30; 3 Seduction £2.30; 4 Female 
seducers £2.30; 5 Unexpected seductions £2.30; 
6 The ideal seduction £2.30; 7 Sexual two-timers 
£2.30; 8 Sharing partners I £2.30; 9 Sharing 
partners II £2.30; Best of Mayfair No. 3 Girls 
who feel obliged to have sex £3.00; Best of 
Mayfair No. 4 Wifeswappers £3.00; Best of 
Mayfair No. 5 Sporting sex £3.00; Best of 
Mayfair No. 6 Exhibitionist girls £3.00; Best of 
Mayfair No. 8 Women in uniform £3.00; Best of 
Mayfair No. 9 Cruise girls £3.25 

To: Pat Asquith, Mayfair, 

6 Great James Street, London 

WCIN 3DA. 
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JEAN ER 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY ROY BREWINGTON 


If the opulently-rounded, 40—24—36 figure of 25-year- 
old Jennifer Eccles starts bells jangling in the old grey 
matter and you get that irresistible feeling that you've 
seen her before somewhere, you'd be absolutely correct 
for Jennifer was our centre-girl back in April of last 
year. ‘But,’ the eagle-eyed amongst you will be thinking, 
‘if memory serves, wasn’t Jennifer a brunette ?’ Right 
again — she was, and her new look stems from a com- 
ment one particular reader made last year. ‘Jennifer is 
a knockout’, he opined, ‘but for my money she'd be 
perfection personified if only she could become blonde.’ 


This is what we said about Jennifer in Vol 14 No 1. 


‘Well,’ we thought, ‘just 
for acchange, Why 
not ?’ We asked Jennifer 
about her reactions 

to a quick colour-change: 
she had no objections, — 
SO one visit to a top wig- 
maker later, the 

new Jennifer Eccles was 
‘born’. ‘It takes | 

a bit of getting used-to,’ 
said Jennifer, ‘but 

| quite like it. | wore it 

a couple of times 

after the photo-session 
to see what the 

reaction of some of my 
boyfriends would be 

and as they liked it too, 
they can now in a 

sense have two girlfriends 
for the price of one!” 
Jennifer grins. ‘One of 7 i | _ 2. _ 
them who's a bit | ,., -.. _ | _ 
cheekier than the rest 
even asked me if 

| was going to change the 
colour of my pubes 

too — but | don't think 
I'd go quite that 

far! Besides,’ Jennifer's 
grin broadens ‘| 

can't see too many men 
being disappointed 

that I'm not a natural 
blonde if | have 

other attributes with 
which to distract 

them! Anyway if | dd 
try to dye it, my 

muff would probably end 
up looking like a 
piebald sporran, so | 
think it would 

be safest to stay as | am.’ 
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Since her initial Mayfair photo- 
spread nine months ago, 

Jennifer has found herself in great 
modelling demand:and although 
she still has her home in the Man- 
chester suburb of Droylsden, 

she’s given up her full-time office 
job. ‘Although | do temping 

to fill-in the time between assign- 

3 ments,’ she explains. ‘It’s 

fun sometimes when I’m working In 
an office and one of the 

men recognises me. | can catch them 
taking sneaky little looks 

out of the corner of their eyes. 
Then | get the “Um, didn't 

| see you in Mayfair 2?” approach. 

| never deny it. I’m proud 


of having a nice body and it turns 
me on knowing that I'm . 

turning them on. As | told you last 
time, I'm a bit of an 

exhibitionist at heart so | don't 
mind it in the least when 

I'm recognised. Quite the contrary 
really as | actively enjoy 

it. It makes me feel like someone 
famous! Once | even met 

this chap who'd broken his arm and 
had stuck my picture on 

the cast which | autographed for 
him. That was smashing. 
Jennifer sighs happily. ‘| can 
even live with the fact . 

that my name’s a song title now, 
SO we're equally famous!’ 
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been one of my best customers. 
The balance of her account is 
meticulously kept, and I visit 
her two or three times a week. It 
has developed into a handsome 
deal. For various reasons she 
doesn’t want to leave her 
husband, and I don’t want a 
serious relationship. But both of 
us get our sexual needs satisfied. 
F A, Holland 


One day recently my husband 
had gone to work, and I had 
showered and started dressing 
when the doorbell rang. I 
shouted down from the bed- 
room window for them to wait. 
I always dress accroding to my 
mood, and on that particular 
morning I was feeling quite 
randy so I'd put on a pair of 
sheer black seamed stockings, 
black bra and suspender belt. I 
was at this stage when the door- 
bell rang, so I quickly put on a 
button-down dress and my 
slippers, and went to answer the 
door. 

It was a friend of my husband’s, 
a tall dark Kenyan called 
George (name changed) who 
had come to borrow some tools, 
I invited him in, and made us a 
coffee. As we sat and talked, I 
suddenly became aware that in 
my rush I hadn’t put my 
knickers on. My dress wasn’t a 
mini, but it was short enough to 
make me be extra careful how I 
sat. George visited us quite 
often, so we were quite good 
friends. He had a habit of 
coming up behind me in the 
kitchen, and patting my bottom. 
And he was always telling me 
how nice I looked. I am 24, and 
have a 38-24-36 figure. 

As we chatted I suddenly felt 
rather silly in my fur slippers, so 
I said I was going to put some 
shoes on before going out to the 
garage tor the tools. I put on 
some high-heels, and 
straightened up my seams, but 
not in front of George. His habit 
of patting my bottom had never 
bothered me, but I had often 
wondered what he looked like 
under his clothes. 

George followed me out to the 
garage for the tools, and com- 
mented on my seamed stock- 
ings, remarking that not many 
are seen nowadays. I told him 
that I don’t wear them often, 
but was in the mood for them 
that day. We collected the tools, 
and as I bent down to get a 
hydraulic jack, George came to 
help me. I felt quite turned on 
by his nearness and scent. As 
my husband says I am a flirt, I 


thought it might be fun to flirt 
with George as I was in the 
mood. 
The last tool he wanted was on 
the top shelf, so I asked George 
to hold the stepladders for me. I 
climbed them slowly, but he 
was a gentleman and didn-t 
look up. My knees were at 
about his eye level, and when I 
passed the tool down to him he 
had to look up. I wasn’t sure 
how much he could see — 
whether it was just a little leg, 
stocking top, bare thigh, or the 
cheek of my bottom. But what- 
ever he saw his eyes danced 
over it, and he made no attempt 
to disguise the fact. 
I loved it, and wanted more. He 
helped me down the ladder, and 
I walked over to the bench. 
George came up behind me, and 
did his usual trick of putting his 
hand on my bottom. I moved a 
little away, but wanted him to 
touch me. I turned round, and 
said it wasn’t fair as I should 
have a right of reply. Keeping 
my eyes on his I reached out 
and put my hand on him. I 
could feel him stiffen in his 
pants. Then I knelt down and 
took it out. It looked enormous 
as I played with it, running my 
tongue over the tip, and taking 
it into my mouth. 
When I stood up he kissed me, 
and lifted me onto the bench 
top, sitting me back on it. He 
took hold of my foot, and slid 
his hand up my calf to my knee. 
George lifted both feet gently till 
they rested on the bench. My 
dress had slid up my thighs, and 
in this position George could 
see that I was wearing stockings 
but no knickers. I told him that 
when he came to the door I’d 
been dressing, and didn’t have 
time to finish. 
George stood back looking at 
me as I unbuttoned my dress 
and opened it. He had already 
removed his trousers, and his 
big black cock was hard again. 
I parted my knees, and his 
hands ran over the silky stock- 
ings, caressing the bare flesh at 
the top of my thighs. He 
lowered his head, kissing my 
thighs, running his tongue over 
the edge of my stockings, up my 
thigh, then teasing my clit. I 
wanted him, and he slid me 
forward. My legs wrapped 
around him as he explored my 
pussy with his finger. Then he 
removed my dress and bra, his 
big hand cupping my breast and 
teasing my nipple. 
Lifting me down from the 
bench, he turned me over and 
entered me from behind. It felt 
fantastic, and I climaxed almost 
immediately. Soon after George 
turn to page 194 
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continued from page 190 

took the tools and left. I felt 
guilty for a couple of days but I 
couldn’t help thinking how 
excited I’d been. So I phoned 
George and asked him to come 
over the following morning. 


‘| I was ready for him when he 


arrived, waiting for him in the 
bedroom in my stockings and 
suspenders and high heels. 

When the doorbell rang I 
shouted for him to come up. 
When he walked into the 
bedroom I was on a large 
sheepskin on the floor which I’d 
positioned in front of a mirror 
on the wardrobe door. I was 
leaning back on my elbows with 
one knee bent upright, and the 
other leg lying flat on the rug. 
My pussy was looking straight 
at him. It looked really pretty as 


| I’d removed all the hair except 


for a small dark triangle. 


We made love all morning. He 
would come, then I’d kiss him 


hard again. It was a great turn 
on seeing us in the mirror. Since 
then we have done it twice, once 
at home, and once in a park on 
the other side of town. There is 
no love involved, just sex. When 
we meet I always wear my 


black seamed stockings, high 
heels and no knickers. 
(Name and address withheld) 


Like many of your readers I 
have often wondered whether 
your letters pages are written by 
people with. wild fantasies. But 
some of my own experiences 
sound just as fantastic. 

Some years ago whilst at train- 
ing college I had a friend called 
John (name changed). His wife 
Michelle (name changed) had 
one of the most beautiful bodies 
I’d ever seen, and was always 
dressed to display it to per- 
fection — mini-skirts and see- 
through tops etc. She always 
looked as if she knew what was 
on my mind. 

One day when they called to 


visit my wife and myself, I 


happened to be in the bath, and 
my wife was in bed ill. I 
answered the door in my robe, 
let them in, and left them with 
my wife while I went to finish 
my bath. 

Michelle asked if anyone 
wanted a cup of tea. I was 
towelling myself when suddenly 
Michelle opened the door, and 
asked how many sugars I 
wanted. _ 

As usual she was wearing a see- 
through blouse. This, of course, 


Please send me: 


....copies of Best of Mayfair No 9 (£3.25 inc p&p) 
. ..copies of Best of Mayfair No 8 (£3.00 inc p&p) 

. ..copies of Best of Mayfair No 6 (£3.00 inc p&p) 
.. copies of Best of Mayfair No 4 (£3.00 inc p&p) 

. .copies of Best of Mayfair No 3 (£3.00 inc p&p) 


gave me an immediate erection, 
and I just stood there stuttering. 
Michelle said, ‘Nice. Is it as 
tasty as it looks?’ and I stood 
absolutely dumbfounded as she 
sank to her knees, and fellated 
me to orgasm in about 30 
seconds. Apologising, I said 
given other circumstances my 
performance would improve. 
“We'll see,’ she said. 

About a fortnight later she 
phoned to tell me John had 
gone out for the evening, and 
would I like to come over and 
prove myself. Needles to say I 
was there virtually before she 
had time to hang up. We slowly 
stripped each other, and crept 
upstairs to the bedroom. I 
started by returning her favour, 
and found the most delicious 
fanny I’ve ever tasted. I soon 
sensed her nearing the brink, so 
I slowly entered her, and started 
a nice slow rhythm. 

Suddenly the phone rang. We 
stopped, and I lay next to 
Michelle. It was her husband, 
my friend John. Apparently he 
was going to be about three 
hours later than expected. All of 
a sudden Michelle was up on all 
fours, indicating for me to carry 
on. Needless to say I did as she 


asked, and I found it very erotic, 


to be fucking a woman while 


FABULOUS 
COLLECTORS’ 
ISSUES 


aaa ea 
Address ............ 


she spoke to her husband on the 
phone. She engaged John in 
some idle conversation, and I 
soon climaxed. With a few 
groans she did as well. Blowing |. 
kisses to her husband, she put { 
the phone down. We spent the 
next three hours constantly at it. 
Eventually our friendship 
waned, and I lost touch with 
them for a few years. Then a 
few weeks ago I bumped into 
John, and we went out on a 
bender. It turned out that like 
me he was now divorced, and 
he was able to understand why 
his wife left him. He allowed her 
total freedom, he told me, even | 
to the point of phoning her 
when he knew she had another 
guy in bed with her. This set me | 
back a bit when he suddenly 
told me not to worry about it as |. 
quite often he was phoning from 
his girlfriend’s house, and, un- | 
beknownst to his wife, sharing 
the same experience. Since then 
John and I have become close 
friends again, this time openly |. 
sharing everything. 
G B, South London 


Your views and comments are 

welcome. Write to ‘Letters,’ 

Mayfair Magazine, 6 Great 

James Street, London, 
WCIN 3DA. 


If you've enjoyed the girls and features in 
this our latest Best of Mayfair edition, why 
not order some of Our previous special 
editions such as Best of Mayfair No 9 which 
includes the gorgeous Joanne Latham, or the 
No 8 edition which features the girls from the 
Benny Hill show. Order these and other collectors’ 
issues by filling in the coupon below. 


Please make cheques payable to Fisk Publishing Co Ltd, 6 Great James Street, London WC1N 3DA 
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SUPER SAVERS SEX AIDS 


PERSONAL 


Non-Doctor de luxe complete with 

4 heads and 3 sleeves — top value £8.50 
Thruster moves up-and-down and 
vibrates for added sensation £9.45 
Finger & Thumb twists and vibrates 

for double pleasure £9.50 
Pearl Driver exciting new sensations 
from rotating beaded shaft and side 
mounted featherlite ‘flick’ 

clitoral vibrator 

De-Luxe Mini Mystique 6" Gold 
Headed vibrator — fits purse or 
bag £5.30 


£25.00 


Torpedo flexible and ribbed for 
maximum results. 10" long £9.25 
Bender Flexible & Studded 

for a rough ride. 8" long £8.00 
Firefly 9" ‘glowing’ head vibrator 

— hot stuff! £8.50 
Slim Stim narrow and smooth to 

go anywhere — 71/s" long £3.95 
King Slim Stim 9" of pleasure 

even longer and stronger £5.20 
Silver headed with black hand 

grip — 8" long £5.75 


De-Luxe Gold Monster vibrator 10" 

long with 51/4" circumference £9.00 
10" Standard Vibrator 

4" circumference £5.95 
De-Luxe 7" Ivory Vibrator top 

seller — top value at £6.45 
‘G’ Spot vibrator — slightly 

flexible and curved to reach that 

magic spot £9.95 
Duo Balls (or Ben-Wa) for vaginal 
stimulation when moving £4.95 
Super Soft Duo balls £6.45 
Vibrating Duo Balls 

(motorised) £8.95 
Butterfly straps into the crutch for 
Clitorial stimulation — can-be 

worn at almost anytime £6.95 
Vaginal Douche - the very 

popular British made model 

for vaginal rinsing £8.50 


DILDO’s (Prosthetics) add ‘B’ for black 


184 Vibrating Dildo — 5" circumference 

hand held £9.50 
345 Standard Dildo — as 184 but 

non-vibrating £7.95 
345LStandard Dildo 10" long 

(53/," circumference) £9.45 
346 As 345 with ejaculating action £12.45 
348 As 345 but pump version £13.00 
358 Bully Boy dildo 10" long — 

53/4" circ. with built in vibrator £12.00 
338 Strap on Dildo with scrotum £17.00 
339 As 338 with ejaculating action £19.00 
340 As 338 but vibrating model £19.00 
343 Double Strap on Dildo £22.95 
344 As 343 but vibrating model £24.95 
365 Double Dong16-17 inches of 

double ended pleasure — 

very flexible £14.50 
366 As 365 but vibrating model £16.50 
505 De-Luxe LEWDO The board game that’s 


strictly for the very broad-minded. 
For two or more players £13.50 


SUPERIA 


WE AIM TO PLEASE 


MASSAGERS 


212 


Penis Developer Chartham method 
with instructions. ‘Penis Enlargement 
booklet and exercise cream 


top value — all for only. £11.70 


576 The Penis Dr Richards best selling 

book on every aspect £5.95 
233 Penis Stretch additional aid for 

use with the Penis Developer £3.25 
219 Vibrating Vagina — when you are 

alone it’s the next best thing £19.95 
240 Pulsator pump up vibrating male 

stimulator £17.50 
242 Auto Comforter — a sensational 

new massager with internal ‘stroke’ 

action and ‘nose’ vibrator £18.95 
247 Climactor a handy small vibrating 

massager with ‘screw’ profile £12.95 
222 Sex Doll blow-up plastic doll with 

vibrator — always willing £25.95 
262 Latex/Vinyl Doll as 222 but holds 

up to 200Ib in weight £40.00 
263 Wonder Doll in Latex/Viny!| 

—has many extra features £65.00 
225 Male Sex Doll blow-up plastic doll 

with 71/" erect penis £26.00 
772 Menfit A specially designed ring to 

help men maintain an erection £3.50 
765 Jack Strap (Arab Strap) in soft 

leather for that eye-catching 

crutch bulge £5.75 
882B Posing Pouch Wet-look Black £3.30 
885 * Leopard £3.45 
891 Black Fishnet £3.75 
894R See Through Red £3.00 

CREAMS AND SPRAYS 

441 Oralube — Banana £2.50 
442 Chocolate £2.50 
443 Strawberry £2.50 
446 Love Lube water based sexual 

lubricant 60cc bottle £1.75 
450 Action Spray for men £3.25 
453 Delay Spray for men £3.25 
457 Pussy Cream a By 
464 TNT Cream for men ae at 
467 Nipplevite £2.75 
481 Ginseng Capsules £2.50 
488 Top Stop*Cream for men 2.19 
492 Heat Sugar £1.50 


ANY 3 CREAMS/SPRAYS FOR ONLY £6.50 


800R 
810B 
843B 
852R 
863 
864 
865 
845 
867 


868 


SEDUCTIVE LINGERIE 
(B = black R= red) 
Open Crutch Panties 


Min. 85% Nylon £1.95 
Seamed Stockings 3 quality 

pairs — 100% Nylon £2.50 
French Knickers — 100% Nylon 

see through £4.50 
Bra & Brief Set — 100% Nyon 

Open front & crutch £7.50 
School Girl Uniform 

100% Nylon (3 pieces) £24.00 
Maid Set 100% Nylon £16.00 


Nurses Uniform — pulses rise! 

Body 60% Polyester/40% Nylon £15.00 
Wet Look Playsuit 80% Nylon/ 

20% Lycra, shoestring strap and 


snap fastening crutch £9.25 
Wet Look Playsuit 100% Nylon, 
open-breasted, halter-neck and 

centre strap £10.50 


Wet Look Micro Skirt 
100% Polyamide, wrap-over velcro 
variable waist size fastening £15.25 


SUPERIA SUPPLIES LTD, DEPT M3, PO BOX 424, HOVE, EAST SUSSEX, BN3 1EU 


Registered in England 1675538 
Registered Office: 9 Brunswick Street West, Hove, East Sussex, BN3 1EU 


$< 


Safe Play Plain 24 £4.00 I 
Safe Play Ribbed 24 £5.00 
Elite ultra sensitive 24 £5.50 U 
Gold extra long — no teat 24 £6.00 I 
Nuform extra safe 24 £4.75 
Fetherlite extra fine 24 £4.25 U 
Gossamer lubricated 24 £4.50 
Allergy anti allergy 24 £5.00 I 
Arouser ribbed 24 £6.00 U 


FREE 


Established 1970 ‘ 


NO CALLERS. All enquiries to P.O. Box No. 


arrears 


CONDOMS: DUREX & GERMAN BRANDS - Tick Box 


ABC Double Sure 24 £4.50 
Conture-Naturform 24 £5.00 _) 
Long Love 24 £4.50 I 
Stud Ride 24 £5.50 OG 
Amor Coloured 36 £4.25 O 
Amor All Black 36 £4.25 U) 
Samples of above & Durex 36 £7.50 UO 


All condoms we sell have been 
electronically-tested. 


CATALOGUE of sex aids, lingerie, latexwear, leatherwear and contraceptives 
with all orders (or send stamp). NO MAILING LISTS KEPT 


Foreign orders welcome excluding North America — please add 20% for foreign postage. 
Personal foreign cheques not accepted. Foreign wholesale enquirers welcome. 


lam over 18. Please rush me the item(s) listed, post free under plain cover. 
| enclose PO/Cheque for € ...... 


Enter code in box 


or use GIRO transcash 3164853 
or please debit my ACCESS/VISA/CONNECT Card 


Expiry Date 


ae eel CT eleareg 


Signature 


NAME Mr/Mrs/Miss/Ms 


SAREE APT Ce re RE Pageant GORE... .2.....3,.2ic-noaceeaee 
ACCESS/VISA 24 HOUR PHONELINE 0273 778816 


SUPERIA SUPPLIES LTD, DEPT M3, PO BOX 424, HOVE, EAST SUSSEX, BN3 1EU 


1st 


SATISFACTION 


presen 


HOT GOSSIP 


HOT~LINE SEXI 
0836 402 850 


0836 402 851 
0836 402 852 
0836 402 853 
0836 402 854 
0836 402 855 
0836 402 856 
0836 402 857 
Lesbian Lovers 0836 402 858 
Fishnet Fetish! 0836 402 859 
Frustrated Married Women! 

0836 402 860 
0836 402 861 
0836 402 862 
0836 402 863 


Uniform Delights! 
Leather Mistress 

Pleasure Bound 
Fantasies... 
Teach me a lesson! 
I've Been Bad! 
Girls on Girls 


Talk Naughty To Me! 
Sex and the Neighbour 
Wife~swa 


XXX~Rated! 
Up My Skirt! 
Black Knickers 


0836 402 865 
0836 402 866 
0836 402 867 
0836 402 868 
0836 402 869 
0836 402 870 
0836 402 871 
Soft Silk Panties... 0836 402 873 
Panting Pam! 0836 402 874 
Self~Satisfaction 0836 402 875 
876 


Stand & Deliver! 


ST 
maredanctsbiecarerece 
os.ecelerslelecetetefeteconanstesetetetete’ 

I Ne I He LN 

noaghgtetatstlerererenetetetatetatatetetstetatetatetstatatatatetate 

=e-etatatatatetreateerererteenereerecetetatcatetatatetatetatetatee’ 
wgnce_eealeteTetatatetatatetetetetetetetesetetettreeestecasetasereraterasets 
saree Tete ttt t rere eetereteretetarenasatetatetetetetetetatetete gtata teste’ 


peeetiiers THESE P 
CONTAIN EXTREMELY 
SEXUALLY EXCITING 
STRICTLY FOR ADU 
HOT GOSSIP, P.O.BOX 384, G.SHELFORD, CAMBS., CB2 5VA. 
CALLS CHARGED AT 33p PER MIN. CHEAP RATE, 44p ALL OTHER TIMES. 


LOW TAR As defined by H.M. Government 


Warning: SMOKING WHEN PREGNANT CAN INJURE 
YOUR BABY AND CAUSE PREMATURE BIRTH 


- 


Health Departments’ Chief Medical Officers 


